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Mrs. JupiTH. BoND. 


MADAM 


CARCE any Poet of Fi- 
gure has been eyer known 
So DD Je) 0 pals free, and with Suc- 
SAS) ces, into any Part of Par- 
asus, without having firſt: paid his 
Compliments to Beauty. As almoſt 
Ell Men, once at leaſt in their Lives, 
re, according to their publick Profeſ- 


| lions and Behaviour, paſſionately court- 
A 2 ly 
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av. DEDICATION. : 
ly to it; ſoit would be, indeed, a Won- 
der, if the Profeſſors of the gentleſt 
Art, ſhould not, at ſome Time or other, 
ſhew themſelyes / in their Writings. 
Verſes are, by.their ſoft Nature, won- 
derfully well adapted to expreſs, pathe- 
tically, and harmonioully, the 'Tender- 

neſſes of Love, and the Triumphs of 
Beauty; and then to whom, but te a 
| Lady cqually Good, Lovely, Beauti- 
ful, and Ingenious, ſhould they be 
dedicated, and made ſacred? From 
hence, Madam, ariſe ſome of my Mo- 
tives for offering this little Preſent to 
you, who have always ſo many con- 
ſtant Charms, that you need not addi 
to them, by being furpriz'd into a ſud- 
den and accidental Bluſh at the Accep - 
tance of it, when you are firſt told 
it conſiſts of a Collection of Loye-f 
* 'Verics. 
4 Ir 


ti- 


of polite Readers of either Sex. 
Madam, who peruſe the Works of the 


1 E DTCA'F 10 N. ye. 


Ir is not a ſingular Sentiment, but 
it is the receiv'd Opinion of the wiſer 
and better Part of Mankind, that a 
Subject more noble and delicate than 
that of Honourable Love, (and it is 


upon that the following Verſes were 


form' d,) cannot enter into the Heads 


or Hearts of Men and Women; nor 


can a Theme more ſweetly pleaſing, or 


more exquiſitely elegant, employ the 


Pens of poetick Writers, or the Eyes 
You, 


beſt ſpirited Writers, with a Genius 
like their own, muſt have remark'd 
with Pleaſure, this pretty Paſſage in 


me Celebrated Cato of Mr. Addiſon. 1 


The Strong, the Brave, the Virtuous, and the 
Wiſe, 


Sink in the ſoft Captivity together. 
A3 Azawey 
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ſhamed of their Conqueſts. I join 


bered Expreſſion of the greateſt inſpi- 


vi DEDICATION. | 
Aulpsr the Conflicts which this 
Paſſion excites in human Breaſts, this 
ſoft Captivity is the agreeable and wel- 
come Portion of our Sex, and Victory 
is the glorious Share of yours. Thus, 
while the ſtrong, brave, virtuous, wiſe WF 
Men joy and pride themſelves in be. WM; 
coming the voluntary Captives of. the 
Fair; the ſtrong, brave, virtuous, and Wi 
wiſe Women need not certainly be a- 


the Epithets ſfrong and brave to Wo- 
men; firſt, becauſe that finer Half of 
the 3 may compare Records with 
the other at any Time, and count out 
with them Heroines for Heroes, whoſe 
Actions ſhine as eminent, and blaze as 


illuſtriouſly bright in Story: And ſe- 1 5 


condly, becauſe I am likewiſe autho- 
rized in it by the moſt fine and well 


red Z 
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red Sage that ever lived, Solomon, who 
(when he charmingly ſays, A ſtrong 
aud virtuous Woman, who ſhall find? 
| Her Price is above Rubies, and ſhe do- 
res being ſought for to the utter- 
noſt Bounds of the Earth) ſhews that 
W it is the higheſt Point of Wiſdom to 
W endeavour to obtain her. Wit there- 
fore is certainly employed with Wit- 
dom, when it is directed to this End; 
and Verſes, that are made to win law- 
fully upon the Affections of good and 
valuable Women, are not only what 
Poets may very commendably write, 
but Philoſophers themſelves may read, 


«i and own themſelves pleaſed at reading, 
as without the leaſt Offence to their great 
e- Cavity and Prudence. 


Wrar I have here remark'd, is 
abundantly ſufficient to corre& the 


A 4 wrong 
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this better than a prepoſterous Com- 
plaint againſt the fineſt Eyes, becauſe, Wl 
though they ſhine like Stars, they do 


who would ſuperciliouſly forbid all the 1 


they are natural. This ill Opinion of 
a ſeyere elder Sort of People, in one 


wrong Judgment of ſome Men and Wo- 
men, and to argue and convince them 4 
de lr being too rigidly devout, and 

too auſterely (not to ſay moroſely) wiſe | 1 
who miſcall every Compoſition of this 2 
Nature, a vain Endeavour to pay Ido. 
latry to Beauty, which they unreaſona- 
bly fall out with for being tranſient, 2 

as all the beſt Bleſſings and Poſſeſſions WW ; 
beſides on this Earth are. What is 


not laſt as long, and enjoy not as much 
of their Duration, as they poſſeſs of 
their Luſtre. Theſe are the People, 


written Raptures of this kind, though WW 
they are as honeſt and mannerly as 


Extreme, 


DEDICATION. is 
WE xtreme, took its Riſe firſt out of a 
= oo-far-carried Spirit of Oppoſition to 


Hue ſtiſi worſe Opinion of a gay er Set 


and 3 
iſe, pf Joung People, who had run into a 
this ontrary Extream, and valued no Ver- 


Y | ſes but what ought to be contemn'd, and 
eere written ina vile unmannerly Spirit 
Wor Debauchery. Theſe err'd vehement- 
Wy on both Sides; the firft ſeem'd to 
link, there was no ſuch Thing as being 
rave, without being dull, becauſe the 
econd knew not how, according to the 
BE roverb, 70 be merry and wife, The 
Mirth of one was turn'd into Diſſo- 
WW utcncis, and the Sobriety of the other 


M 4 nto Sadneſs ; as if there was no Me- 
he um between a Libertine and a Stoick, 
oh | F between an Epicure and a Cynick, or 

46 n more common Words, between an 


ff [ W ill-bred Rake, or a ſurly ill- bred 
Clown, 


Ky | MA 
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MADAM, 


THE wiſeſt Philofophers among 
the Antients, thought of Beauty and 
Love after a more juſt, and a more 
refin'd Manner; that is to ſay, more 
like rational Men, and more like fine 
Gentlemen. I know this is an uncom- 


mon Way of ſpeaking to Ladies, eſpe- 


cially concerning a Book of Poetry and 
Love; but then Jam ſpeaking to a Lady 


whoſe Abilities are uncommon, and 
will juſtify me if I proceed to ſpeak to 
her in ſuch a Manner, as ſhews I know 
ſhe never thinks Good Senſe remoy'd 
from Good Breeding. In the Opinion 
of Plato, (whole Life and Character 
you have read,) Beauty 1s a human 
Splendor, amiable in its own Nature, 
that has the Power to rayiſh the Mind 
through the Eyes, We are told by ſome 


Authors, 


> F gangs LE '» 


1 123 
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Authors, that the diyine Socrates was 


charm'd ſo far with Beauty, as to be in 
Love with Theodata, the then reigning 


Belle of Athens. The grave, the ſevere, 
the ſtern Cato, had ſuch a profound Re- 
verence for Beauty, that he was often 
heard publickly to profeſs, It was no ' 
leſs a Crime to injure it, than to ſack 


a Temple. How near does this glorious 
moral Heathen approach to the inſpired 


Sentiments, receiv'd by the true Gen- 


tlemen of Chriſtianity, who are by their 


excellent Doctrine, (that is to ſay, in 
other Words, in ſpite of young Cavillers,) 


the Beſt Breeding in the World, taught 
to look upon the Fair ones, as ſo many 


Temples, in which the Deity takes 


Pleaſure to inhabit, and therefore haye 
a divine Fear to utter any Thing that 


may pollute. their Ears, or to offer any 


Thing that might any Ways injure their 
Modeſty 


J 


* 
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* DEDIOAT 10 N. 
Modeſty and Honour? A Patriot and 


a Philoſopher that could ſay ſo fine, ſo 
good, and courtly a Thing, deſery'd to 
de the Father of ſuch Daughters as 
Porcia is deſcrib'd to be by our Shake- 
Dpeare, and Marcia by our Addiſon.-- - 
CLiio's Lines are all of ſuch a Sort, as 
| - might have been inſcribed to Ladia of 
q their Taſte; and, if they had been leſs. 
[| refined, they ſhould not have been pre- 
ſented to you. For a Veneration, next 
to that, which a polite Roman would 
have paid to a Daughter of Cato, I 
would deſire to pay to a Grand-daughter | 
of Sir Thomas Bond, who acted ſo brave, 
ſo loyal, and conſtant a Part on the 
Side of King Charles II. in the Adver- 
ty of his Exile; and after his happy 
F Reftauration, made ſuch a conſpicuous 
and praiſe-worthy Figure in his Court, 
that his Character, if drawn at full 
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a national Benefit, by the glorions Pat- 


tern it would afford to ſucceeding Gen- 
tlemen, how to comport themſel ves in 
Places of the greateſt Importance, Truſt, 


and Honour, in thoſe two very diffe- 
rent Seaſons, the Days of Adyerlity as 
well as Proſperity, and how to behave” 
themſelves with Integrity, Prudence, 
Moderation, and Reſolution, in the due 
Management of Royal Treaſures. 


Loy will find, Madam, that chear- 
ful Kind of Humdur, and that quick Sort 
of Wit prevail in ber Manner of Wri- 
ting, which pffblick Fame commends 
you for, and by which, with an agree- 
able Violence, you acquire a powerful 
and a pleaſing Command over all the 
little poliſh'd Aſſemblies of both Sexes, 
that you charm, adorn, and enrich by 


your 
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your deſirable Converſation. There 


is not a ſingle Epiſtle of hers, that in- 
ſpires the Paſſion of Love, but what 
at the ſame Time very naturally and 


gracefully inſinuates the Love of Vir- 


tue, and a great deal of uſeful Know- 
ledge; and ſo, while it innocently en- 


gages and moves the Heart, nobly rai- 
ſes the Genius, and mends the Mind. 


Thus Chaſtity and Complacency may 
be ſaid to go hand-in-hand with every 
Compoſition, which has always an Air 
that is at once virtuous and obliging : 
All this is ſo well perform'd, and ſo 
dexterouſly executed, as to make the 
Goodneſs of cach pretw Reader more 
beautiful, by tempting her to wear an 
innocent and graceful Smile at the Peru- 
fal of the innocent and graceful Turns 
that are to be met with frequently in 
her Letters, amidſt the ſurprizing Train 
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of ſudden Joys, and ſudden Diſquiets, 
Fears, Hopes, Doubts, Afſurances, 
Jealouſies, Confidences, Diſappoint- 
ments, Expectations, Pains, Pleaſures, 
Animoſities, Renewals of Friendſhip, 
which Love creates, with a Variety of 
other Viciſſitudes, the different Deſerip- 
tions whereof cannot fail of entertain- bt 
ing. Where, and what Harm is in al! 
this, that ſhould make Loye-Verſes 
ſtand in need of any Apology, to the 
moſt grave reſery'd Perſonages living? 
But then the wrongly Cay, who delight 
in falſe Mirth, may learn too in their 
Turns, that in order to make Love- 
Verſes want no ſuch Apology, a very 
{crupulous and religious Regard muſt 
be had in treating fo nice a Subject. 
What Fire, and yet what Purity of 
Sought; wha a vehement Ardour, : - 
and 
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muſt reign throughout all ſuch Love- 


«whoſe Hiſtory you have in Eugliſb) 


and yet what an exact Chaſtity of well. 
weigh'dWords and Expreſſions; in fine, 
to ſay all at once in two beautiful Words 
of Pliny's, what a Sanctity of Manners lj 


Pieces? ſuch Pieces, I mean, as are to 
ſhew the delicate and nicely-temper'd, 
natural Warmth, (that is to fay,) the 
Life and Vigour, without any one of 
the irregular Impulſes, without any one 
Symptom of the intemperate and excef- | 
ſive Heats, (that is to fay,) the Fever 
and the Diſeaſe of Love. Writers in 
theſe Deſcriptions of the warm Aﬀec- | 
tions, either in their own or other mo- | 
deſt Breaſts, would do well to have an 
Eye tothe Deſcription given by Tacitus 


Pal, Po 


of the fine famous Mount Libanus, 
which, he ſays, was ſhady among great 
Feats, 
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Heats, and faithful to the Stow it 
bore upon it. 


How much C110 intended to- do ſo 
in theſe Epiſtles, let two of her own * 
Lines, taken out of them, 1 


Chaſte as Orinda's, let my Numbers flow, 
But with Airea's Warmth inſpire the Snow. 


Axp what. ſhe ſays of your humble 
Servant STREPHoN's Letters, upon the 
lame Account, is the beſt, if (as I have 
Reaſon to fear) not the only Commen= . | 
dation they eder — 


Tread thy Soul, tho t6 thy Ern unknown, 


And gueſs its gentle Temper by my own,., * 
Thou art compaſſi onate, as Angels are, 
And halt of friezaleſs Innocence a Care. 
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| With modeſt Warmth ſhe Yives them leave to 


on Nor bids me diipbrove the Godlike Heat. 
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To OR 2M Cnasrirr 1 ſee thee bend, 
The GodZeſs does into thy Soul deſcend, 
And with victorious Chaplets crowns my 
Friend. 

Thy temperate Veins do with her. Licence 
move, 

For ſhe allows of Poetry and Love, 


Which, as ſweet Waller ſings, is all they 
do above. | 


ff wu mod 


bk + „ fend Af We and Od 


beat, 


5 

Ir was, upon theſe ſame Accounts, Un 
that that curious Writer and excellent v 
Divine, Doctor Sprat, late. Biſhop of b 
Rocheſter, ſaid, He was not ASHAMED at 
fo COMMEND Mr. Cowley?s Mrs TRE. P 
I am not only t aſhamed for my Part, ¶ m 


but 
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but proud to ſay, that the Book of that 
moſt witty, as well as moſt modeſt Poet, 
vas the Delight of my younger Years; 
and to reflect that, when I was a Boy, 
I could even only chuſe to repeat many 
pretty Paſſages, which he, when a Boy, 
wrote, in ſuch a Manner, as to give 
Pleaſure to Perſons of mature Age and 
Judgment; though perhaps I might be 
more excuſable not to have mentioned 
this, having ſince learn'd ſo little from 
ſo great a Maſter. But you will have 
ſome Fayour for a near Relation of your 
own, for having been ſo early an Ad- 
mirer of Mr. Cowley, who was the Fa- 


0 


ent vourite of your great Anceſtor, his 
of beſt Patron, the Earl of &. Albans, 
1:0 and wrote many of his moſt celebrated 
885. Pieces, while he lived a darling Do- 
art, meſtick in that Seat, which deſcended 


from 
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from that Earl, his Mecænas, to you 
Grandfather the Lord Jermyn. If I 
have copied but few of the Beauties of 
Mr. Cowley, L bring you my Muſ 
\Cr1o, who is a Rival to Mr. Cow!ley's if 
much admired Oriuda, and cannot, I p 
delieve, be thought inferior to her 
And whatever Figure a Poet may 
make in his own Perſon, he is contented 


if the Muſe, that inſpired him, "ap 
p 


_— 


I MvsT take notice to you, Madan, : 
of one Thing, which you will find 
more at large by peruſing the Book 
That theſe Letters paſs'd through thelf 
Hands of many Friends, and by that 
Means Copies of them were publickly 
ſeen, when the Writers of them had 
neyer ſeen one another, and ſo fell into 

"OM the 


DEDICATION. xxi 


the Hands of a Gentleman, who pub- 
liſhed them, and infcrib'd them to a 
perſon of ſuch Worth, as T am proud 
W to be able to call my Friend, Sir 
RNichard Steele, whoſe emden 

Loin-d with chat of ſeveral other moſt 
ingenious Perſons, had firſt, F believe, 


al e them ſo much and ſo favourably 
taken notice of: If it had not been for 
I that Accident, they had neyer appeared. 
at all; and now they do appear the ſe- 
W cond Tha by the Demand the Publick 
* bas made for them, Strephon himſelf 
p WT thought it more proper to recommend 
hel chem, through yours, to the Fayour of 
| the Ladies. 
Ut 
ly 7 
ad 


MADAM, 


L303 
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MADAM, 


I have run into a large Preface to 
a little Book, when I intended to 
be forming a Dedication of it, and haye 
made it, in a Manner, Time to end, be- 
fore I can be almoſt properly ſaid to have 
begun my Deſign. 


Bow1xc, therefore, as I write, I beg 
you to accept this little Preſent, and 
take it into Favour; and by way of 
Thanks for your kind Acceptance of it, 
I muſt only offer this one Wiſh before 1 
take my leave. If, while you are 
amuſing yourſelf with this Book, and 
with ſome Reflections it may awake con- 
cerning the Power and Triumphs of | 
Love and Beauty, you ſhould happen 
one Day to approve ſome happy fine 
Gentleman for a Husband, out of the 


Num- 
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by. + 1 
* . 
* 
* 
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| Numbers which your Qualifications | 


| deſcended, as you deſerye; as happy in 
TV irtue ad Fortune, as you will make 
him in your Love; that he may be as 
Wbcautiful in his Perſon, and as belov'd 


Friend your Brother; that he may 

make ſuch an indulgent Husband as 
Jour Mother enjoy'd; and if Heaven 
chus calls you to Marriage, and bleſſes 


for your conſummate Happineſs, that 
Wihcy may ſhew ſuch an equal tender, 


* and obliging Duty to their Parents, 
as you and your Brother have ever ex- 
Ne 


erciſed towards yours. 


I covLD not poſſibly wiſh you 
: leſs, and Invention itſelf cannot poſſi- 


uſt have miade your juſt Admirers; I 
need only wiſh that he may be as well 


: by all his Acquaintance, as my dear 


Jou with Children, I need only wiſh 


bly 
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bly help me-tb frame a With that will 
be inote for your Happineſs; and there. 
fore with that I will conclude, taking 


Leave, under my poetical Name, to 
call myſelf, at, 


u Moſt Obedient, ; | whe 1155 
| Moſt te 
And Moſt Humble Servant, 
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C110 and STREPHON. 


-= 


To STREPHON, | 
ho having had a fine Deſcription of C110's Perſon, by 4 4 
Lady from whom he firſt received CL1o's Verſes in Com- 


mendation of a Book which he had publiſhed, ſent a Let- 
ter, ſignifying his Deſire to ſee her. 


N. B. The two firſt Copies of Verſes are miſlaid, and 
not to be found. 


1 


ROUD to be prais d by thy excelling Pen, 
Vith partial Eyes I view my Form again; 
Yet nothing there to my Advantage find, 


But the good Humour glowing in my 
Mind, 


Which thy iofpiring Verſe had left behind. SN uu 
B Ah 


7 
2 


A 


Wl 


2 CLIO to STREPHON, 
All I can boaſt, is by thy Hand beſtow'd ; 
And I return it back from whence it flow'd. 
From Flatt'ry fo, ſo artfully expreſs'd, 
Who can defend a vain Poetick Breaſt ? 
In ſofteſt Sounds tis to the Heart apply'd: 
Ah! who can be inſenfible of Pride? 
If thy great Sire would crown my ſoft Deſign, 
I'd raiſe thy Vanity, as thou de'ſt mine. 
Te riſe in Verſe my Thought has vainly try'd, 
AroLLoO's thine, and partial to thy Side. 
No Beam upon my barren Fancy ſhines; 
They're all contracted to thy ſtronger Lines. 
Thy Fame and Merit, equally ſecure 
Would bear but how ſhould I the Teſt en- 

dure? | 

All o'er Confuſion I thy Eyes ſhould meet, 
And bluſhing, from the nice Survey retreat. 
Far from the Picture thy bright Pencil wrought 
I ſhould, by thee, as by my ſelf, be thought: 
T ſhould a Coward grow, and fink with Fear, 
Tho' Diſtance gives me ſome Aſſurance here: 
But Heav'n forbid that you ſhould ever ſee 
That Outſide, which the vulgar World calls Me. 
Truſt me, bright Youth, no Danger would appear, 
Or to your Eyes, or your well-judging Ear. 
Nature has been ungentle to my Face, 
With artleſs Fingers ſhadow'd ev'ry Grace: 


* Deep 


CL1o to STREPHON. 


Deep has ſhe left her cruel Marks behind, 
WA; if ſhe meant to ſcar my very Mind. 

My Skin ſhe ſullied with a allow Hue, 
hat ſcarce my Soul is ſeen to ſparkle thro! ; 
A little Voice my kinder Stars have lent, 

By which they mean to huſh my Diſcontent; 
Elſe could I ſcarce my Imperfections bear, 
Munpleaſing Perſon, and my Peaſant Air, 
Nor can I at the odious Glaſs attend; 

In hopes theſe hapleſs Features to befriend: 
Careleſs and dull, I've ſcarce a Wiſh to pleaſe ; 
Fond of this Solitude, and humble Eaſe. 
Here I forget my own unlovely Form; 

Laugh at the World, too low to feel the Storm, 
Which does the potent Buſtlers oft invade, | 
nd ſhakes the taller Poplars of the Shade. 
Happy and Rich, if my mean Song can raiſe 
Ty Pleaſure, or excite thy tuneful Lays. 
Whate'er thy Perſon be, I ſhall o'er paſs ; 
ho would throw Diamonds by, to look on Glaſs ? 

Or who would mind the Stars imperfe& Light, 
When the great God of Day attracts the Sight? 


CLIO, 
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* The Lady had the Small Pox; but a very little. 
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RoW weak thy ſelf, how powerful the Fair. 


AN 
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STREPHON 70 CLIo, 0 
¶Mberein he ſends his Soul before to prepare her, if A 
and tell her the indifferent Figure of his whole 5 
Perſon, that ſhe might not be ſurpriz'd when | = 
he came to ſee her. = 
HEN Crno's laſt he firſt began to read; 0 

Thus ſighing to himſelf, her SrREPHON Te 

ſaid; 

ls Sighing, as if that Sigh foretold him dead. Th 
V al then thou pant'ſt (my Soul!) thou would'ſt depart To 
From STeeynoN's Breaſt, and fly to CL1o's Heart! Oh 
Yet learn (my Soul) and, oh! betimes beware, Le. 


Too well thou know'tt the Danger of the Snare, 


STREPHON to CLIO. 


If go thou wilt, in this laſt Breath be gone, 
But ſtrive, be ſure, ſtrive hard, or thou'rt undone, 


Warn CL10's Lines afreſh thy STREPHON read, 
Thus his Soul anſw'ring to thy STREPHON faid, 
To STREPHON then half languiſhing, halt dead, _ 


Yes, tho? ſhe's born by Nature to ſubdue, 
By Heavens, tis glorious Fate —— and I'll purſue; 
Conquer ſhe can but ſure ſhe can't undo: 


But if ſhe can — and will —— I' be her Prize 3 2 4 


For if my Niggard Stars won't let me Riſe, 
Oh! let me fall by Cx ro's brighter Eyes. 


Jvsr at theſe Words he felt his Strength decay, 
And, ſinking in a Trance, he ſtrove to ſay, 
oh! bear theſe Words, my Soul, then fleet away: 

Tell her, in this, her STREPHON did enrol, 
= With tend'reſt Wiſhes, his departing Soul. 
= Oh! beg her take thee to an Angel's Reſt, 
= And fold thee Kindly in her balmy Breaſt, 
Tell her, their Spirit ro her Soul ſhall cleave, 
When on her Breaſt the panting Verles heave: 
| Then if thy Body ling'ring comes behind, 
To ſeek its Treaſure, and its Soul to find; 
Oh! tell her by what am'rous Marks *tis known, 
Leſt its thin Frame be ſhiver'd by her Frown: 
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Tell her, that as in ſome Poetick Scene 

Ghoſts are deſcrib'd to skim along the Green; 

So, if ſhe &er deſcries on Dennis Plain, 

A tall and thin, a pale dejected Man, 

Awkward in Port, and overwhelm'd with Spleen, 
In whom the Image of Deſpair is ſeen; 

Tell her, with Anger not to arm her Eye, 

But pleading Mercy — vhiſper — That is L. 
Say, that thus far I of that Figure boaſt, 

That CL 10 got the Soul, and made the Ghoſt, 

If with her Smile ſhe will that Loſs repair, 

I mend and alter that dej ected Air, 

Bid her with Tenderneſs the Viſion uſe, 

And be my Miſtreſs, as ſhe is my Muſe. 

Say, you my ſoft Ambaſſador was ſent, 

To beg her Boſom for my eaſy Tent ; 

That, like a trembling Bird by Parents loſt, E | 
Harm'd by ungentle Hands or nipping Froſt; * 
Pining I muſt, and melancholy ſtray, 

Till love, and ſhe, revive and make me gay, 


* 


IL do it all, the Son departing ſaid, 
And bid the Body fall entirely dead. 


STREPHONY 
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Her Fine GARDEN 


ON THE 


Plain of St. DENNIS. 


Sane AY, by what mighty Pow'rs harmonious 
n Bond 

Our Spirits ſympathize and correſpond? 
As thy ſoft Soul departed from thy Breaſt, 
Mine, with unuſual Tenderneſs opprels's, 
Repos'd within a melancholy Shade, 

Where Nature has my little Study made: 

Cloſe are the Boughs to one another join'd, 

That only CLio can an Entrance find, 
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8 Cx lo to SrRE THOR. 5 
Sad PHILOMELA had begun her Song ; l v 
And Love and Muſick warb!'d on her Tongue: == y 
Tho? of her Lover ſhe ſo {weetly plains, 1 Y 
To thine, oh! how inferior are her Strains! = 
Charm'd by thy Verſe, and by her Songs to reſt, = 4 
My yielding Eyes the God of Sleep confeſs'd: I 
But tho' his leaden Rod triumphant reign'd, : 
My gratefol Hand, with Care, thy Lines contain'd. u 
Methought I heard a tuncful Voice behind, = 7; 
Oh! where ſhall I the gentle CL10 find? _ By 
Guide me, ſweet Boy, for thou haſt made me p. 
blind, | = 
Soft was the Sound, as Winds that bruſh the Graſs, _ Ff 
And ſighing o'er the falling Bloſſoms paſs; 2 Ad 
Or as poor Eccho's Voice, when, out of Breath, 2 O. 
Her panting Lungs have figh'd themſelves to Death, A 
The gloomy Arbour ſuddenly grew bright, 5 H, 
And I beheld a lovely Youth in white, 8 
Supported by two Gods, both Strangers to my 3 I 
Sight. E Pe 
They both were crown'd, methoughts, but different Ways; . Le 
The one with Lovers Tears, and one with Bays: 1 Fo 
But as I gaz'd. an Arrow ſtraigbt appcar'd, = 
My Heart beat faft, and for its Safety fear'd, 3 = 
. 7 


Oft had I ſeen the Boy on Canvas glow, 

But ſcarce e er felt the Power of his Bow. 
AroLLo led thee trembling to my Feet; 

J roſe methought, thy lovely Form to meet; 


CLIO to STREPHON, +» " a 


And as my Eyes more curiouſly ſurvey'd, 4 
I faw your Robe of deathleſs Numbers made, c 
Which, as you graceful mov'd, around you play d. 
Your languid Eyes were to the Earth declin'd; 

Yet, as they downward bent, the Muſes ſnin d. 

The am'rous Myrtle bloom'd upon thy Breaſt, 


And thus thy tuneful Soul it ſelf expreſs d. 


A TREMBLING Bird, that has its Parents loſt, 
Wounded by cruel Hands and nipping Froſt ; 
Pining, alas! I melancholy ſtray, 
Till Love and CL1o ſmile, and make me gay. 
From STRErHoN's Boſom I this Night am fled; * 
Aloud Icry'd, Is then my Poet dead ? £ 
My Arms I folded, and declin'd my Head. 
Adieu ſweet Poetry! Expire my Lays, 
Or only live to ſigh and ſing his Praiſe. 
A finer Voice no Youth could ever boaſt, 
He charm'd the World, but CLIO's Heart the moſt» 
Oh! that my Fate would one Requeſt allow ; 
P've heard of Tranſmigration, grant one now: 
Permit his Soul to dwell in CLto's Breaſt, 
Let hers depart, and fly away to Reſt; 
For it is weary of this wretched Clay, 
Wants higher Joys, and longs to wing away. 
Sure, there are better Worlds, than this, above, 
Where there is Innocence and faithful Love: 


ys; 
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10 Cl io to STREPHON, 


Small Diff 'rence tween our Boſoms would be known, 
For Cl. 10's Paſſions all are like his own, 


4 Here Sorrow, ſuch as Verſe can hardly paint, 
8 Withheld my Voice, and made my Spirits faint. 
I wak'd, and found my lovely Viſion fled, 

And ſigb'd, as J forſook my graſſy Bed, 


Oh! live my STREPenoN, till I wiſh thee dead. 


CLIO, 
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Going with | 
An Intent to ſee CLIO, I 
But not bold enough 


To Enquire for HE R : 
), 
| OR, THE 


COMBAT 


PETWEEN 


HOPE and FEAR. 


ESS me! how ſtrange the Hearts of Men 
; ; are made, 

This Moment bold, and yet the next 

afraid ! 

With what vaſt Joys, what Ecſtaſies, inſpir'd, 

Did J propoſe to ſee whom J :dmir'd? 

Big with vain Hopes I march'd /ecurely on, 

Ard thought I'd Courage to be fo undone, 


ing! | 
15 Put 


12 STREPHON to CLIO. 
But when J reach'd the Confines of the Place, 


To which, tho' graceful, thou do'ft add new Grace, 
My beating Heart began to ſink apace: 

How did it pant with Joy, and wiſh *twas near, 

And yet, when *twas ſo, palpitate with Fear? 

Now, by thy Charms allur'd, I ſeek the Track, 
Arm'd with freſh Hopes; freſh Fears affright me back, 
Thy awful Beauties, in my Mind, I view, 

And Hopes and Fears alternately ſubdue. 


*Twas in that doubtful Hour of Love-debate, 
When now I courted, and then ſhun'd my Fate: 
Twas then (my Conqu'ror!) that before my Sight 
My Thoughts preſented thee divinely bright: 
*T'was then, that all thy mighty ſelf appear'd, 
Like Venus lov d, but like Minerva fear'd. 

All the three Graces triumph'd in thy Face, 

And in thine Eyes did Light'ning Glories blaze: 
Next on my ſelf I caſt a low Regard, 

And ask'd my Boſom how it ſtood prepar'd? 
What Merits it could boaſt, that humble 1 
Should riſque the Vengeance of that pow'rful Eye? 


4 www &f wet www _* had 


Ir told me, twas prophane to wiſh the Joy, 
And Lightnings, what they gilded, might deſtroy. 


Fears were to a Giant's Stature grown, 
And not a Wiſh I dar'd to call my own; 
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STREPHON t0 CLIG. 13 


bs, In Agonies confus'd, my Heart was toſs'd, 


And all my Hopes were in a Pannick loſt, 
Thus, ſtrange myſterious Cowardice in Love! 
I loſe the Minutes, which I ſhould improve. 
Ia Love to Death with her I never ſaw; 

I run to ſee — and, cer I ſee, withdraw. 


So the bold Boy, untrain'd to Martial Art, 
Proud of the youthful Blood that warms his Heart; 
With ſome great Hero's written Worth inſpir d, 
By borrow'd more, than real Courage, fir'd, 
Flies to a Siege, and thirſty for Renown, 
With his own Hand he takes, in Thought, the Town ; 
But when the Light'nings blaze, and Thunders roar, 
Wiſhes the Safety, he deſpis'd before. 


Yer, as the Youth once frighten'd, with Delight 
May read again, and, fir'd again, may fight, 
'Till his Sword, tracing thoſe recorded Deeds, 
Tranſcribes, on yielding Walls, the Worth he reads: 
So will I read thoſe pow'rful Lovers Arts, 
Who, their own vent'ring, won fair Ladies Hearts; 


Mean while, remember how my Soul is loſt, 
And animate with Verſe thy Lover's Ghoſt. 
Thou know'ſt, thou ſaid'ſt my Form thou wou'dſt o'er- 

pals, 
And love the Soul amidſt its homely Cale, 


Once 


14 STREPHON to CL10. 


Once more, ye Heav'ns, inſpire her ſo to ſing, 
And bring the News, my Angel, on thy Wing. 


Ro 


STREPHON.M 


P. S. Though I dare not come my ſelf, I have ver. Wi 
tur'd to do a Thing almoſt as bold; and that is, to ſn{ 
you two little Fragments of Tao, which I have tranſl. 
ted into the Engliſh. I believe you have read Fairfax, ani 
then you will wonder, perhaps, that I, who could writ: 
no better, attempted them after ſo great a Man. 


IJ 


The two Fragments, that accompanied this Le: 5 ; 
ter, having been recover'd by the Editor, are now inſert! 
as follows, in their proper Place, in this new Edition, 
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BOOK the Second. 


— — 
1 — 


The ARGUMENT. 


The Chriſtians beſiege the Town. Iſmeno, an „ © from Chyiſ- 
tianity, and 4 Magician, adviſes the Infidel King to ſeize from 
the Chriſtians, that were Inhabitants in his Town, an Image of our 

Lady; and he, by laying that under Inchantment, pretended to 
fruſtrate all the Deſigns of the Beſiegers. The King ſeizes the 
Image, places it under ſtrong Guards in a Moſque. The Image is 
ſurpriz'd from the Guards. The King reſolves upon a general 
Maſſacree of all Chriſtians in the Town, unleſs the Offender be diſ- 
covered. Sophronia, a young Chriſtian Lady of Quality, takes 
the Crime upon heyſelf, to ſave ſo many from ſuffering. Olindo 
in Love with Sophronia, endeavours to clear ber Innocence, and 
uſes Arguments to prove the Guilt wholly his own. The King con- 
demns them both to be tied Back to Back to a Stake, and burnt 
to Death. Clorinda, an Heroic Princeſs among the Infidels, com- 
ing to offer her Aſſiſtance in the Wars to the King, mov'd with 
this Speftacie of the condemn'd Lovers, and being acquainted with 
the Reaſon, ſuſpended the Execution, and then procured their Par- 
don of the King. 


HILE thus the Tyrant, in his raging 
Cl Thought, 
ith Sluic'd Chriſtian Blood, and future Battles 
fought, 


His barb'rous Preſence old ineno ſought- 
l Iſmeno 


16 TASSO's Jeruſalem, 
Iſmeno yawning Tombs of Marble made 

Yield up, in living Forms, their buried Dead. 
1/meno could, by Force of Magick, make 

Hell's Monarch, in his own dread Regions ſhake; 
Call Fiends, his Envoys, from their drear Abode, 
And hold or looſe them, at his powerful Nod. 

A Chriſtian qnce, now breaking Chriſtian Vows, 
To Mahorne he, with impious Homage, bows; 

Yet midſt his Charms, O vile Remains of Faith! 
Invokes both God and Satan in a Breath. 

Forth from dark Caves, where, far from vulgar Eyes, 
He skulk'd to learn his Art's black Myſteries ; 

To Court he came, to Court black Arts did bring, 
And grew Chief Council to the Tyrant King. 


Anp thus he ſpoke ; My Lord, you ſee, the Foe, 
Fluſh'd with the Old, does for New Conqueſts glow, 
Our Trembling Town the near Approaches dreads, 
Thinks: the black Tempeſt's burſting o'er our Heads. 
"Tis ours, my Liege, to a& a manly Part, 

Fortune ſtands, always, by the brave of Heart: 

And well for us propitious Fates ordain, 

That you ſhould lead the Men, o'er whom you reign; 
Tou, that do all Things, which a princely Mind 

Could for the Subject's Safety have deſ#gn'd. E 

Thus, in his Poſt, if ev'ry Man behaves, ; £2 


If thus each Subject acts, the Chriſtian Slaves 
Will gain but Ground enough to make them Graves. 


FASSO's Jeruſalem. - 17 


= For me, my Lord, I come to beg a Share 

of all your Fortunes in the Courſe of War: 

ff all, that Ages beſt Advice can do : 
cin ſerve you, nay, join Magick Science too, 

Vil ranſack both, and offer all to you. 

u preſs the baniſh'd Angels to your Aid, 

bey ſhall your Counſels, they your Armies lead, £ 
Ind bear a Part in each heroick Deed. 

But firſt it firs, that J unfold the Scene, 


And tell you, whence th'Inchantment ſhall begin. 

Hid from our Eyes, within a Chriſtian Fane 

Low in a Vault, an Altar long has lain, 

= bere, with great Pomp Pcieſts ſhew th'unletter'd Crowd, 
Thc figur'd Mother of their buried God: 

8. She's call'd their Virgin, and before her Face 

= Gold Lamps with Oil feed a bright pageant Blaze: 

1 Theſe hang all round her, in long Order wrought, 
Which credlous Fools with wild Devotion brought. 
his your own Royal Hands muſt move away, 
And to the facred Moſque the Prize convey : 
here IIl ſoon bind it down with wondrous Charms, 
4 And lay ſuch Spells upon the Chriſtian Arms, 

Our Walls, while that ſhall in my Hands remain, 
Attempt they may, but ſhall attempt in vain. 


| Furr. of this Speech, and big with his Advice, 
FE ihimpetuous Monarch to the Temple flies; 

ln vain the Prieſts a holy Reſcue try'd, 

WT He curs'd their Pray'rs and Tears, their God defy'd: 

; | Wickedly 


18 TASSO's Jeruſalem, 


Wickedly reſolute he ſeiz'd his Prey, 

And bore it, with ignoble Pomp, away. „ 
In his vile Chapel, where falſe Worſhip cries © 
Too oft for Vengeance from th'affronted Skies, Y 
With Sacrilegious Joy, he laid the ſacred Prize. 

Straight his Magician ſought th'unhallow'd Place, 
And mutter'd Blaſphemies around its Face. 


Wax the returning Dawn, with Streaming Light, 
Shot through the chequer'd Air, and ſtreak'd it white, 
The Guards all wak'd, but wak'd with vaſt Surprize, 
The Image gone, they ſcarce believe their Eyes; 
They ſeek it long, but long they ſeek in vain, 

Then, in a Body, to their King complain. 


Taz King ſtark mad, of ey'ry Senſe bereft, x 
Stamp'd, rav'd, and to the Chriſtians ſwore the Theft; al 
And ſure that pious Robbery was done N 
For Mother Church, by ſome religious Son; 

Or elſe high Heaven itſelf, that muſt diſdain 

To ſee its Queen, in Effigy, remain 

So long impriſon' d in fo vile a Place, 

Stoop'd to its Aid with more immediate Grace, 
But whether Heav'n or Earth demands the Claim, 
Reſts undetermin'd by the Voice of Fame; 

Yet, of the two, tis beſt to judge it ill 

Due, more to heav'nly, than human skill. 
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TASSO's Jeruſalem. 


[canwhile, their Rounds the buſy Heralds march'd, 
all Houſes rifled, and all Churches ſearch'd: 

Al Men were try'd to bring the Crime to Light, 

5 ; : hat Racks could terrify, or Gold invite. 

ino too his magick Pow'rs employ'd, 

at fruitleſs all his Dreams, and unenjoy'd: 

or Heav'n (if done or not by heav'nly Arms) 

WC louded his Viſions, and ſuppreſs'd his Charms. 


9 


Wnen the dire Tyrant found that nought avail'd, 
hat nor his Threats, nor his Rewards prevail'd; 
Back on the Chriſtians all his Rage return'd, 

ad his fierce Heart with Flames of Fury burn'd: 
A! Thoughts of Mercy in his Mind ſubſide, 
ad Vengeance riſes with a ſwelling Tide; 

WT! in theſe Words, while red his Eye-Balls roll, 
North ruſh'd Wrath's Torrent, from his ſtormy Soul. 


Sido they have rouz'd my Rage to this De- W 
J gree, | 

l make their w2known Robber know, ſaid he, 

l reach him, in a general Maſſacrce, 

es, rather than that Wretch my Wrath ſhall fly, 
rerim the Juſt, and let the guiltleſs die. 

a! —— who are juſt? — That Word's unjuſtly us d, 
ro fvour them, I have mylelf abus'd. 

WT here lives not that one Man, among the whole, 


i But would abjure my Title from his Soul, 
Mean 7 
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Then, grant ſome few of ſuch vile Miſcreants free, 
From the new Guilt of this Enormity ; 

Since former Crimes make good their preſent Doom, 
I'll pay that antient Grudge, I owe them, Home. 
Up, Up, for Honour's ſake, my Friends, your Lord 
Speaks the Command, your Sov'reign gives the Word; 
Diſpatch, and put them all to Fire and Sword, * 


Travs to the giddy Populace he ſaid; 
And in a Moment Fame the Tidings ſpread: 
The fatal Tidings reach'd the Chriſtians Ears, 
The fatal Tidings each aſtoniſſid hears ; 
Half Thunder-ſtruck to find their Fate fo nigh, 
Merely for Fear of Death, they almoſt die, 
Quite of all Preſence of their Minds depriv'd, 
They no Defence, they no Eſcape contriv'd ; 
Fram'd no Excuſes, none they thought would paſs, 
Nor were they bold enough to beg for Grace, 
Left to Deſpair, when all juſt Hopes were gone, 
Safety they found, where they could hope for none, 


A Marnen, 'mongſt their Number, chanc'd to be, 
Juſt in the Pride of her Virginity: 
Her noble Mind a royal Greatneſs wears, 
And early Wiſdom meets her ripen'd Years; 
Tho' wond'rous wiſe, yet is ſhe fair as wiſe, 
But ſtill that Beauty ſeems not much to prize, > 


2 


or prizes Beauty only, *cauſe 'tis ſent 
ro be its Siſter Virtue's Ornament. 
WT his jewel long within a Cottage lay 


: WW hoſe Luſtre clouded, as it were, in Night, 


"9 


pree from Court Airs to Solitude ſhe flies, 


= 
48 


From flatt'ring Whiſpers and deluding Eyes; 
od that, once gain d. muſt ſurely brecd Defire, 
I To greedy Youth her tempting Charms reveal'd ; 


WY ou, that can feign, this Minute, to be blind, 


: f You did, thro' thouſand Guards, with ſtoleu Flight, 
Ride, on the Ray-ſhot Arrows of his Sight, 


WW Both in one Town were bred, their Faith the ſame, 


J And, as for her, moſt certain *tis, that ſhe 
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Obſcure, and cover'd from the Face of Day; 


Doubled its Value, when it came to Light. 


Yet this fair Guardian of ſo {ſweet a Face, 
Can't keep ſo cloſe, but one may ſnatch a Gaze; 


[Where once to ſee is always to admire. 
You, Cupid, reſtleſs that ſhe lay conceal'd, 
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And can, the next, more Eyes than Argus find; 


To the chaſte Object, and direct them right. 


OLINDO his, Sophronia was her Name, 


Tho' beauteous ſhe, he could with Beauty vie, 
And reach her modeſt Charms with Modeſty ; 
Auch lov'd he, little hop'd, no Suit he mov'd, 
He knew not how, or durſt not ſay he lov'd; 
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His Love, or could not, or ſhe would not ſee. 
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Thus all his ſlaving Pains, and anxious Care, 
Or were unſeen, or worſe, unpitied were. 


MeAnwniLE the dreadful News ſhe underſtood 
Of the near Deluge of the Chriſtian Blood. 
Her Soul of all, that's! great and gen'rous, made, 
Summon'd its helpful Virtues to their Aid. 
To manly Deeds this Maiden's Thoughts aſpire, 
But Virgin-Bluſhes check the bold Deſire; 
Alternate Virtues in her Mind contend, 4 
Modeſty ſnuns, what Courage would commend : = - 
This gain'd the Point; or, rather, both agreed x 
Themſelves, by joining Forces, to exceed. 
As while more brave, more baſhful ſhe became, 
So Courage kindled with the bluſhing Flame. 
Abroad, amidſt the gathering Mob ſhe goes, 
Nor hides her Face, nor does her Face expoſe; 
She went reſerv'dly, but genteely well 
Beneath the decent Umbrage of a Veil: 
*T was hard to ſay, if Art ifice or Chance 3 
Gave her a pretty Air of Negligence: 


But fare all Nature, Love, and Heav'n conſpir'd, = 
To fit ker out for being moſt admir'd ; „ 
And jain'd their Strength together to impart =” 
Some nameleſs Pow'r beyond the Reach of Art, 4 

The lofty Dame ador'd by al} that view'd, _ 


Unheedful paſs'd the gazing Multitude, 
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1 ill to the Preſence of the King ſhe came, 
hoſe Eyes, all red with Anger, ſeem'd to flame. 


\nd a whole Storm of gloomy Frowns ſuſtain'd. 


I come, ſaid ſhe, my Lord (fo pray ſuſpend 
A while your Anger, and my Words attend) 
come to bring a welcome Sacrifice, 
h'Offender's Head to pay th'Offence's Price. 


Tur King half-ſmitten does the Fair behold 
lodeſtly brave and reverently bold: 
lis 1,coks chang d ſtrangely ; lo! diſperſing now , 
he low'ring Clouds quit his unbending Brow. 
'ury itſelf grew calm, and for a while 
is fallen Majeſty vouchſaf'd to ſmile: 
ler radiant Eyes alone with Sovereign Sway 
ould gild his gloomy Looks, and paint them pay, 
= he, that, alone, ſuch Conqueſts could improve, 
iccains his Anger, and avoids his Love. 

Smile had don't, but Smiles ſhe laid apart, 
eo b:ck ward Beauty wins a backward Heart: 
= i::m'd to wiſh by Pity to be preſs'd, 
ie joys unuſual melt his hardy Breaſt, 


5 =T ELL on (ſaid he) ſo Tl reprieve from Death 
= fond Aſſociates of thine idle Faith, 


$5 


4 FF carleſs ſhe fac'd him cloſe, her Ground maintain'd, 
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Tux ſhe = The Criminal before you ſands, 


Mine was the Theft, and theſe the guilty. Hands; BY 
Me, me you want; now ſet your Heart at reſt, 
And empty all its Paſſions on my Breaſt, * = | 
Io 
Tarvs bravely laviſh of her noble Blood, An 
Her Head ſhe forfeits for the publick Good: Loc 
O fair-fac'd Fiction! where's a Truth fo clear, Her 
That equal Judges would to thee prefer? | _ 
Tha 
Tur Tyrant paus'd; nor, as he wont to do, Juk 
Into warm Paſſion's ſudden Sallies flew , 'Tw 
But calmly faid, —— I pray you, Maid, relate, 
Who was your Counſel and Confederate? | Ky 
His 
Saip ſhe, No Partners in my Trophies ſhine, M : 
I'd the good Pride to make them wholly mine, _ 
Gloriouſly conſcious to myſelf alone, wh 
My own the Counſel, and the Deed my own, 4m 
Love 
| : 1 Wher 
To juſt Revenge then, ſternly he replies, Phe; 
Thou, only thou, ſhalt fall a Sacrifice. | The N 
. - Pffici 
*T1s juſt, indeed, ſaid ſhe, tis meet that J, Prop 
Who ſingly gain'd the Glory, ſingly die. Roun, 
Her B 


Sw ELLING 
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SwELLING he ask'd her, with ofer-awing Pride, 
Where ſhe the Image had preſum'd to hide? 


[ uid it not, the fearleſs Maid reply'd, a 
I offer'd up in Flames the ſacred Pledge, 

And ſet it free from future Sacriledge : 

Look for the Thief, but let the Theft alone ; 

Here am I ſtill, — but that's for ever gone 
Know too I'm wrong'd in that opprobrious Name, 

That was no Theft, nor I a Robber am; 

Juſtly I reſcued a much injur'd Prey, 

ET was you unjuſtly raviſh'd it away. 


STuxG to the Soul, with what h'impatient heard, 
Eis Teeth he gnaſh'd, and all a Fiend appear'd: 
He gives a Looſe to his deſtructive Rage, 
And certain Death his horrid Looks preſage. 

Her noble Mind, chaſte Heart, and charming Face, 
Raiſe no remaining Glimpſe of Hopes for Grace. 
Love comes too late to interpoſe his Shield, 
When Savage Nature grows too fierce to yield. 
Phe is led Captive, and, all wild with Wrath, 
Fine Tyrant doom'd her to be burnt to Death. 
Officious Ruffians round the Victim preſs'd, 
Frophan'd her Veil, and tore her ſacred Veſt. 
Round her ſoft Arms, while hard rough Cords they ty'd, 
Lier Breaſt juſt heav'd, but ne'er a Sigh ſupply'd; 


| 
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Silent ſhe Rood amidſt the clam'rous Crew, 

But ruddy Roſes from her Cheeks withdrew : 
Vet, when they vaniſh'd, new appear'd to Sight, 
Not ſickly pale, but raviſhingly white, l 


Tux ſpreading News drew gath'ring Crowds to fee, Ml An 
| Spectators of the moving Tragedy: 

Among the reſt did young Olindo come, 8 
None knew the Maid, all knew, too well, her Doom, ir. 
Some ſecret Dreads this Vouth's fond Boſom move, 
He knows not why, yet fears it is his Love. 

This thought-born Grief, &'er known, a real Pain 

. Grows in his Fancy, and diſtracts his Brain, 

But when he fetter'd ſaw the beauteous Dame, 
Guiltleſs eſteem'd, yet ſentenc'd to the Flame; 

Savr all the buſy Miniſters of Fate, 

With greedy Cruelty, impatient wait; 

Headlong he flew, and ſhou!d'ring thro' the Crowd, 
To the King's Preſence, thus he cry'd aloud. 
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Nor ſhe, not ſhe is guilty of the Fact, 
Vainly ſhe boaſts of what ſhe did not act; 
The fimple Maid is by herſelf traduc'd, 
Prompted by Pride, through Folly ſelf-accus'd: 
A Work ſo great, ſo full of Danger too, 
She knew not how, ſhe durſt not, could not do, 
How ſhould ſhe all the prying Watch deceive ? 
And by what Art the pond'rous: Image heave ? 


Hap! 


Lo dra; 
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gut, if ſhe did it, let her name the Way, 
Twas I, my Lord, I bore the Prize away. 


(Pity who lov'd ſo much, ſhould love in vain) 


I Pain for her he lov'd, he courted Pain, : 
And thus the fatal Credit ſtrove to gain. 


Ur your high Moſque, juſt where the Lamp of Day, 
Turo Chryſtals perforates its lucid Way. 

Wich wondrous Pains I climb'd the ſteep Aſcent, 

And through a Breach almoſt impervious went. 

The Honour and the Death is due to me, 

be ſhan't uſurp the glorious Penalty. 

Mine are thoſe Chains, they rattled as I paſt; 

And ſcem'd to bid me come with eager Haſte 


For me the Fire ſtays, juſtly ſlow, awhile, 
ad here I claim it as my Fun'ral Pile. 


SOPHRONIA rais'd her Head, with humble Grace, 
Wnt down till then, and ſhew'd her blooming Face: 
ler Face appear d like op'ning Paradiſe, 

Pad mild Compaſſion languiſh'd in her Eyes, 

Nich turning meekly to the Youth, the Maid, 

With all the Sanity of Manners, ſaid. 


HarLEss young Man! why are you raſhly come 
To draw down on you this untimely Doom? 


C2 Think 
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Think you that Im unable, without you, | 
To bear the worſt the Rage of Men can do? 
Know I've a Heart, that's brave enough to die 


: 8 T 
Without the poor Relief of Company. FT 
= 
Taest were her Words; but, fix'd beyond Controu, Fa 
Remain'd the fatal Purpoſe of his Soul. Bu 
O glorious Pair! O mournful, pleaſing Sight! wi 
Where Love and Virtue amica bly fight, BY 
Where Death's the Laurel, that the Victor wears, To 
And Safety's all the Ill, the vanquiſli'd fears. An 
While each contends to merit all the Blame, Me 
The gen'rous Conflict rais'd the Tyrant's Flame. 4 3 
. . | 8 i 
Tux ſcornful {aid the King, with ſneering Spight, ) . At! 
In whoſe miſconſtruing, and diſhoneſt Sight, | Von 
They, with his Torments, ſeem'd his Pow'r to ſlight; Not 
You both ſhall triumph, both the Laurel gain, But, 
Pity, who ſtrive ſo well, ſhould ſtrive in vain. By! 
| If w 
Hrs ready Slaves watch his imperious Nod, Id b 
And the poor Youth with heavy Fetters load. | Then 
And now the loving Captives, Back to Back That 
Spitcfully turn'd, are faſten'd to the Stake. 
Now to a Pile the builded Faggots grow, Ss 
nor 


Broad the Blaze crackles, and the Bellows blow, 
Burſting in Tears, and lamentably fad, 
The 'Youta complaining, thus beſpeaks the Maid. 
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Aub are theſe then the Bonds, by which thou'rt ty d, 
To my deſiring Arms a lovely Bride? 
Lite I thought, that ſuch would be the Fire, 
Wich ſhould with equal Warmth our Hearts inſpire: 
Far other Flames than theſe 1 hop'd to prove, 
But ſure there's no ſuch Cheat as flatt'ring Love. 
E With ſilken Ties he my fond Heart enſnar'd, 
gut my croſs Fortune Iron Chains prepar'd. 
Too long theſe Arms thy abſent Form repin'd, 
And, now they meet, alas! in Death they're join'd. 
Me though my niggard Stars ne'er kincly led, 
A joyful Conſort to your happy Bed; 
was kindly done of them to let me be, 
W At leaſt a Sharer in your Deſtiny. 
8 Your cruel Lot I cannot help but mourn, 
Not ſo my own, ſince near your Side I burn. 
But, oh! how throughly happy were my Doom! 
By Heav'ns I'd bleſs the pleaſing Martyrdom, 
$1! we were ſuffer d Breaſt and Breaſt to join, 
Id breath my Soul from my own Lips to thine; 
Then ſucking, thy laſt hoarded Breath improve, 
That Fate might take the Leavings of our Love. 


Tuts ſaid, in Bitterneſs of Soul he ſighs, 
hom {ſweetly counſelling, ſhe thus replies. 
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30 TASSO's Jeruſalem. 


Quire other Thoughts, and better Tears, my Friend, 
Our Caſe demands, and for a nobler End, 
Think of your Sins, call all your Faults to Mind, 
Think what Rewards converted Hearts will find, 
Where Pleaſure fills the infinite Abode, 
And where the Promiſer himſelf is God, 
Bear in his Name theſe Pains ; they'll Joysbecomg, 
Then wing thy Way to thine eternal Home: 
The Sky how clear, behold, the Sun how bright! 
Sce how they comfort! Look how they inyite! 


Tur Pagan Mob, compaſſionately bent, 
With their loud Cries the circ'ling ther rent. 
The ſobbing Chriſtians half afraid to moan, 
Choak'd their ſwell'd Hearts to ſtifle in each Groan; 
From mingled Cries a ſtrange odd Hearing came, 
Which pain'd the Ear with Sounds that want a Name; 
Forc'd was the King himſelf to bear a Part; 
It pierc'd his Ears, and reach'd his harden'd Heart: 
He felt Compaſſion pouring in apace, 
But had a ſtrange Remorſe to yield to Grace; 
Chid his own Softneſs, yet he fear'd to ſtay, 
Turn'd his a If. vanquiſn'd Eyes, and ſtalk d away. 


Yer while oze Grief ſuch various People prov'd, 
Thou ſtoodſt, Sophronia, midſt the Flames unmov'd: 


Tho! 
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# Thou midſt the gen'ral Groans, didſt Silence keep, 
Wept for by all, not once was ſeen to weep, 


mur thus the circ'ling Danger nearer grew, 
One, like a Warrior dreſs'd, appear'd in View : 
| Awful in Port, and in Demeanor high, 
Full of ſuch Grace, as ſpoke Nobility ; 
Whoſe foreign Habit, and whoſe Arms proclaim 
ne, WE Their Owner far from diſtant Nations came. 
ATygreſs grac'd the Helm, the famous Creſt, 
Each aw'd Beholder's gazing Eye poſſeſt: 
In former Wars Clorinda wore the Sign, 
All gueſs'd 'twas ſhe; nor did they wrong divine. 


EARLx ſhe learn'd, a Stripling, to deſpiſe 
The Modes and gayer Arts, which Women prize: 
Arachne's Looms and Needles ſhe diſdain'd, 
Nor let the Diſtaff ſoil her haughty Hand. 
Free from the filken Indolence of Dreſs, 
And from the wanton Cloſer's ſoft Receſs, 
W She took a Pride, unuſual, to maintain 
Her Honour ſpotleſs in the open Plain: 
When yet a Child, ſhe'd with her Infant Hand 
Guide foaming Bits, and fiery Steeds command; 
road Faulchions brandiſh, and ſtrong Spears ſhe'd weild, 
And taught her Limbs to bear the hardy Field: 
Croſs Mountains high, thro' deep thick woody Ways 
She d urge ſnagg'd Lions, and provoke the Chace. 
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Curious to ſee, and to enquire what Fault 
To ſuch a fatal End the Captives brought, 
She urg'd her neighing Steed ; ador'd ſhe rode 
Thro' op'ning Lanes, made by the yielding Crowd, 
And thus, arriv'd, addreſs'd, with awful State, 
The chief commanding Officer of Fate. 


Say who theſe Captives, ſpeak the Reaſons, why 
They're doom'd to this unhappy Deſtiny ? 


BRriry was his Anſwer, but compleatly good; 
He faid no more than juſt the Thing he ſhould. 


Sus heard it with agreeable Surpriſe, 
And both appear'd not guiliy in her Eyes: 
She ſtraight reſolv'd t'avert th'impending Blow, 
If Pray'rs or Tears, or Force of Arms would do. 
Then to the Provoſts of grim Death ſhe ſaid, 
In Words, that ſhew'd her born to be obey'd, 


Da not one Man, not one among you all, 
Do the dread Duties of his bloody Call, 
Till me your Monarch hears, hears what I ſay? 
III paſs my Word, he pardons the Delay. 


STruck, by her god-like Preſence, deep with Awe, 


They're all obedient, and confus'd withdraw. 
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Sur to the Soldan did, with Speed, reſort, 
And chanc'd to meet him on her Way to Court. 


I am Clorinda, ſaid the Martial Fair, 
That Name perhaps has reach'd your Royal Ear. 
My Lord, I come, with Joy to guard in Fight, 
Your Subjects Safety, and your Regal Right: 
Ready, as you ſhall give the ready Word, 
Ill ſmooth the Paths of Danger with my Sword. 
Name, or ſome great or humble Enterprize, 
8 7/3: 1 don't dread, nor ſhall I this deſpiſe ; 
But act, as your high Pleaſure ſhall ordain, 
Within the Walls, or in the open Plain. 


Turn thus the King, Where does that diſtant Land, 
Tho' ne er ſo far remote from Aſia, ſtand? 

Where does that Region, ſo divided lie 

From the bright Orb, that circles round the Sky, 
Dat knows the trav'ling Honours of thy Name, 

And ſounds (O glorious Virgin) with thy Fame? 
Since join'd with mine thy pow'rful Sword appears, 
take new Courage, and diſmiſs all Fears: 

eie, now, whole Armies, on their March for me, 
Less ſhould I hope in them, than now in thee. 

Nov, now, methinks, each precious Moment's loſt, . 
Lalloigne, too long, detains his lagging Hoſt, 
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— But you enquire, what Feats you ſhould purſue, - 

I and the World (illuſtrious Virgin) know, | £ 

That hardeſt Tasks alone are worthy you: > 

Thine, o'er our Champions, be the ſceptred Care, BY 

And be thy Word, their Law, the Word of War. 7 

| T 

He ſpoke; ſhe courteous thanks him for the Pra, P 

Then, graceful, her Diſcourſe reſuming, ſays. E 

3 u 

NovsTLEss, *twill ſeem a Thing intirely new, St 

| To claim Rewards, e'er Service ſhews them due: A 

| Yet of your Bounty confidently ſure, = BW 

* One Boon I beg. and deem the Grant ſecure : = 4 
'} *Tis that you would the ſentenc d Pair releaſe, 
| I will endeavour to deſerve the Grace: : 

1 As a pure Gift, their Lives I beg, I crave; N A 
| And yet, methinks, they much hard Meaſure have; 
Uncertain Crimes for milder Judgments cry, ö 

But that, my Lord, II paſs in Silence by. Wot 

I'll paſs by Proofs, that my whole Soul convince, . = 

That make me conſcious of their Innocence. = At 


I urge but this —— tho? loud the Tongue of Fame 
Lays the whole Load upon the Chriſtian Name, | 
I mutt beg Leave to differ from you, there, p 
Nor ſhall my Thought, without good Grounds, appeu bo 
Wrong did your Conj'ring Counſellor perſuade, | 
Wrong was that Image to the Moſque convey d: 
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Th'Irreverence to our ſacred Laws is plain, 
And the Magician's Motion was prophane. 
Not our own Pictures muſt Admittance find, 
Much leſs an Image of the Chriſtian Kind. 4 
"Twas Mahoune did the mimick Form remove; 8 


The Miracle deſcended from Above, 
Perform'd by powerful Mahomet to prove 
Each Act is lawleſs, which his Moſque defiles 
With falſe Religion's ſuperſtitious ſpoils: 

Still let Jmeno try his boaſted Charms, fy 
And fight in Magick, ſince he can't in Arms: 
But let us Soldiers, Soldiers Weapons try; 
Arms are our Trade, let us on Arms rely. 
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Wirt theſe brave Werds the beauteous Warrior ceas'd, 


And left the King to ponder her Requeſt. 


* 
15 
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Ix ill, tho' ſtubborn, ſtern Revenge his End, 
Stranger to Pity, and averſe to bend; 
= Yet fain he would oblige the pleading Fair, 
And mov'd by pow'rful Reaſons grants her Pray'r. 

/ 

So great an Interceſſor, he reply'd, 
Ask what ſhe will, muſt never be deny d. 
Let them have both their Lives and Freedom too, 
Whether to Zuftice, or to Mercy due. 
If guiltleſs, tis but juſt to ſet them free, 
And, if they're guilty, they're a Gift to thee, 


Thin 
Axy 
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Axp now they're freed: —— And now Olindo found 
His Deed as happy, as it was renown'd: 
His well-try'd Faith convinc'd Sophronia's Eyes, 
And bad her Heart with gen'rous Ardour riſe: 
The waken'd Paſſions rouz'd her heaving Breaſt, 
Shone thro' her Eyes, and Love for Love confeſs'd. 
Not, as a Lover, thus beloy'd he grows, 
No *rwas the Sufferer, that made the Spouſe. 


STILL the King view'd them with a jealous Eye, 
Nor ſo much Virtue could endure fo nigh ; 
Thence doom'd to Exile, by his harſh Command, 
Tho' weary both, both loving, Hand- in- hand, 
Sought the laſt Limits of the Holy Land. 


N. B. The other Fragment out of Taſſo, which cot- 
tains Part of the celebrated Epiſode of Clorinda and Tin: 
credi, ſhould have been added here, together with prope! 
Notes upon both of them; but that Deſign has been pre 
vented by the Death of Mr. Porter, who wrote the Re. 
marks at the Beginning of the Book, 


From the Third Book of 


TASSO's Jeruſalem. 
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The ARGUMENT. 

The Town being inveſted by the Chriſtians, Clorinda a Pa- 
gan Princeſs in a vigorous Sally begins the Mar; and, af. 
ter having ſlam, in ſingle Combat, one brave Chriſtian 
Commander, encounters the Heroick Prince Tancredi, 
ba who beating off her Helmet, diſcovers her to be a Lady, 
mo had formerly engaged his Heart. Meanwhile the 
Pagan Monarch in the Town is repreſented ſetting on a 
Tower with Erminia, a Princeſs ſecretly in Love with 
Tancred!, and (he inſorms the King who the ſeveral 
Chriſtian Heroes are, as they approach the Town, 
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EANWHILE, from ſome great Watch- 

Tower's arduous Height, 
®z Which could, o'er Mountain Tops, command 
the Sight 
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Lab'ring with fiery Deaths, and big with Flame; 


Of Plains remote, a Guard look'd watchful down, 
And faw a Tempeſt moving tow'rds the Town, 
The Duſt appears, while ſpiry Volumes riſe, 

A huge black Cloud advancing thro the Skies; 
It ſeem'd to lighten, as it nearer came, 


At laſt the beamy Shields his Sight ſur prize, b 
And Men, and Horſe, with Terror pale he ſpies. \ 
© What Clouds of Duſt I ſee, aloud he cry'd, h 
Where mingling Gleams, like threat'ning Meteor, 1 
“ olide! A 
© Up, up, you Citizens, your Town defend, T 
« Fly to your Arms, and to the Walls aſcend; E 
r Behold the Foe.” — Then ſtraight, with freſh Alarms * 
He urg'd their Haſte, and call d, To Arms, to Arms! U 
& They're here, they're here; ſee, ſee, the Duſt inrals 
In one tremendous Cloud the darken'd Poles,” 
M 
Yours Wives, old Matrons, all confus'd with Dread H. 
Their Offsprings after them, promiſcuous, fled. BS 
Unfit for Arms, each reverend hoary Sire Bo 
Does, ſhaking more with Fear, than Age, retire: Fo 
Pale, to their Moſques, the trembling Virgins fly, Ar 
War with their Tongues, and pray for Victory. In 
But Men of Martial Hearts, and boaſted Might, | Re 
Buckle their Armour on, and claim the Fight ; | To 


Reſolv'd to conquer, or reſoly'd to fall, 
Some line the Gates, and ſome aſcend the Wall; 


— 
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Like Clouds embattel d, Tempeſts to perform, ' 

They're wedg'd in Ranks, their Ranks the King does 
form, 

And, like an airy Demon, guides the Storm, - 


He to a Tow'r, his Orders giv'n, withdrew 
Between two Gates, with an aſpiring View, 
Well plac'd to regulate his Troops below, 

And mark the Movements of the ſieging Foe, 
I:s haughty Battlements it rear'd with Pride, 
And over-look'd the Hills on ev'ry Side. 

Thither this King, the fair Erminia led, 

Erminia to his Court, for Refuge, fled, 

When Antioch fell to Chriſtian Arms a Prey, 
Where ſlain, her Sire, the Lord of Antioch lay. 


on, 


MreanTiME Clorinda bad the Gates unbar, 
Made the firſt Sally, and commenc'd the War. 
Her many Chiefs attend, and num'rous Bands; 
Both Troops and Chiefs the Martial Maid commands, 
Bold in the Face of Danger, leads the Way, 
Foremoſt of all, and eager for the Pray. 
Argantes, jealous of the dubious War, 
In ſecret Ambuſh watch'd with anxious Care; 
Ready, if ill Succeſs ſhould turn the Fight, 


To flop the Paths of Death, and aid her Flight: 


40 TASSO's Jeruſalem: 
But dauntleſs was the Female Warrior's Breaſt, 
And ſuch a Soul her ſparkling Eyes confeſs d, 
That Courage blaz'd abroad, and fir'd the reſt. 


With Voice Majeſtick, with intrepid Mein, 
She moy'd a Champion, and ſhe ſpoke a Queen. 


© Ox us, ſhe ſaid, all 4/a's Hopes 3 
% Bravely begin, ſince Honour is the End: 
The pregnant Seeds of future Glory lay, 
1 Let Conqueſts teem from this auſpicious Day.“ 


Tavs while ſhe ſpoke, ſhe French Batallions ſpy'd,” 


Drive captive Herds to-feed their Army's Pride. 
The bleating Flocks, and lowing Cattle mourn 
Their Keeper's Loſs, and bellow to return. 

Swift to their Reſcue, the Fierce Virgin flies, 
And now; in Thought, redeems the woolly Prize, 
As quick to meet her (Guardo was his Name) 
Sprung the French Chicf, and equal was his Flame. 
A Man he was, indeed, of paſſing Might, 

But not her Match; unequal to the Fight. 

Brave they botù fought, till Death's deciſive Wound 
Drove Guardo headlong tumbling to the Ground: 
Diſmay'd the French, the tragick Sight beheld; 
With Shouts of Joy the Pagans ſhook the Field: 
Hence, Augurs grown, and of this Omen vain, 
They fancy'd Conqueſts, from one Combat, gain, 
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She tempts their Ranks, and, in a Preſs of Foes, : 
Her Maiden Arms a hundred Mens oppoſe: | 

Her Warriors wade red Paths, her Sword had made, 
Which mow'd a Paſſage through the falling dead: 

They puſh'd the Fortune of their lucky Day, 

And from the Foe redeem'd the raviſh'd Prey. 


Wirn Conduct brave, retiring ſlow, the French 
Sell their Ground dear, and yield it Inch by Inch; 
Till, vrith Advantage, on a riſing Ground, 

Their fainting Party, timely Succour found : 

For, quick as Air, the guſty Whirl winds rend, 

Or flaming Bolts from burſting Clouds deſcend, 
Tancredi fir'd, at Godfrey's awful Nod, 

March'd up his Squadron like a leading God. 

The Youth does, gayly terrible, advance 

In threatful Guile, and ſhakes his pond'rous Launce. 


Hi, from on high, the Pagan King beheld, 
The choſen Warrior of the liſted Field; 
And thus addreſs'd Erminia, heav'nly fair, 
Whoſe Form majeſtick grae d the neighb'ring Chair, 


o felt ſoft Paſſions in her Boſom riſe, 
& -\ panting Struggle, and a War of Sighs. 


** Tavcnr by Experience, you, O Princeſs, know, 
Tho' ſheath'd in Arms, the Chiefs, that lead the Foe, 


© Who 


5 | 3 
42 TASSO's Jeruſalem, 
« Who is he, marches with that awful Grace, 

« Bears that high Port, and boaſts that princely Face" 


= * 
Sious fill her Lips, inſtead of a Reply, N Dre 
And ſtarting Tears ſtand ſtruggling in her Eye, Fe 
She choak'd the Groans, and held the Bubbles in, | 
Not fo, ſhe held them, but they might be ſeen; N 
Her ſnowy Lids a ſcarlet Circle ſtain'd, Y 4nd 
And half a Sob its plaintive Paſſage gain'd: N Nos 
Then, thus ſhe feign'd, and thus diſſembl'd well F W Plun 
Her Love, in mimick Anger's borrow'd Veil. N . 
For, 
« Him! Yes, among ten thouſand him I know; $ eng 
* Too well, alas! —— the Cauſe of all my Woe, 4 L G 
“Oft have I ſeen him in the ſanguine Plain, A = 
* Like ſwift Deſtruction, pile up Hills of Slain: 5 Sl 
« Pye ſeen him ſluice away my Subjects Blood, $ 
« Till Streams it fill'd, or grew it ſelf a Flood, V * 
* Like Time's and Death's, his ſcythy Sword can moni 33 
& And, ah! as deadly, and as ſure the Blow. F KB 
* His Wounds are mortal all; they reach the Heart, . wn 
t Phyſick they poze, and baffle magick Art: Ag 


. t! 


« Tis Prince Tancredi; O could, once, theſe Eyes, 8 
et, 


** But once, in Chains behold him, c'er he dies! 
& Alive I'd have the Slave, for Vengeance' ſake ; 
« "Tere the beſt Comfort, ſweet Reyenge could tat: 


„ 
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Tur Royal Hearer, ſuch is Woman's Art, 
Drew from the cover'd Truth, ſhe did impart, 
E icrce Meanings, foreign to her tender Heart. 

3 Now did Clorinda to the Fight advance, 
And at Tancredi couch'd her pointed Launce. 
rt Face to Face, the Champion and the Fair 
WPlung'd, till both Spears flew ſplinter'd in the Air, 
but her deſerting Armour left her bare. 
I Uh ſtrange ! at one dread Tilt, its Laces broke, 
er naked Head the Traytor Helm forſook: 
Vid in the Wind, her Silver Treſſes flew, 
And all the Beauty ſtood confefs'd to View: 
WLizht'ning her Eyes, diffus'd a radiant Fire, 
Charming, tho? fierce, they kindled ſoft Deſire. 
3 She, whoſe ſweet Rage could Anger's {elf diſarm, 
bat would ſhe do, if Smiles improv'd the Charm? 
| ; O now, Tancredi, where is, now, thy Soul! 
Z Wo: Wiſhes in thy lab'ring Boſom roll! 
WA whom, quite loſt in Wonder, doſt thou gaze? 
Ar thou a Stranger to that lovely Face? 
; es, 'tis the ſame, the ſame that once inſpir'd 
8: 7 longing Soul, and all Tancredi fir d. 
3 I thine own Heart, for that can tell thee beſt, 
here, deep, her lovely Image lies impreſt, 
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Too ſure, 'tis ſhe, that at the lonely Stream 
Did, where thou ſought'ſt to cool, thy“ Blood in. 
flame: 

Her creſted Helmet, and her painted Shield 

He knew not firſt, but her Face once beheld, 

Amazement froze the Current of his Blood, 

He grew to Stone, and like a Statue ſtood: 

She, her Head guarding, with redoubled Fire, 
Attack'd the Chief, then did the Chief retire: 

Whizzing aloft did his bright Faulchion wield, 

And ſought the-mingled Harveſt of the Field, 

Cloſe ſhe purſues him, and aloud ſhe cries, 

Turn, if thou dar'ſt, again, to face theſe Eyes;“ ; 

And double Death ſne threatens as ſhe flies. 

Struck, and ſtill ſtruck, he ne'er return'd a Stroke: 

Leſs on her Sword he fix'd his guardful Look, 

Than on the Deaths, that ſpar k l'd from her Eye, 

W hence Cupid bad unerring Arrows fly. 


Wirm himſelf, and to himſelf he ſaid, 
e In vain thoſe Wounds are aim'd ; ſhe, lovely Maid! 
* In vain, with boaſted Strength, uplifts that Arm, 
Tho? bound with Steel, that Hand can do no Harm: 
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* Tancredi and Cloriada in the firſt Book are deſcribed, after | 


warm Battle: to have met at a Fountain, where he fell in Love wii 
bet. 4 
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„gut not in vain ſhe ſhews that naked Face, I 
Like Ligkt'ning, bright and fatal is the Blaze, © 
us Beams fly pointed, and each Dart takes Place.” I 
W 4: lergtb, though Hopes of Pity he had none, 

Vet he reſolv'd to make his Paſſion known, 

W Reſolv'd, before he periſh'd, to declare 

We Thc wounded Captive to the cruel Fair, 

his Face, unſoldier'd, wore a ſuppliant Look; 

And, ſpeaking thus, he trembl'd while he ſpoke. 


O Tnou, who from theſe Thouſands, mark'ſt out me, 
Of all thy ſole diſtinguiſh'd Enemy: | 
Leave vre the ming!l'd Hoſt, and private try, 

Which is the bolder Champion, thou or I: 

Soon will a ſingle Combat let thee know, 

Whether my Valour equals thine, or no. 

Helmleſs altho' ſhe was, her Head all bare, | 
His Challenge ſtrait accepts the martial Fair, 8 
And bold ſhe follows, to the dual War; 

W The wondr'ing Chief, in ſtrange Confuſion toſs'd, 
Ind al the Champion in the Lover loſt. 

Nou in a fighting Poſture ſtood the Maid, 

And aim'd a deadly Blow, when thus he ſaid. 
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Hold, let us firſt, before we prove our Might, 
eerte ſome previous Articles of Fight: 
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© Since Peace, with me, relentleſs you diſdain ; 
Since, if I begg'd it, I ſhould beg in vain, ö 
= Be theſe the Terms, the beſt I hope to gain. 
& Tear out this Heart from miſerable me, 
«© No more my Heart, if it diſpleaſes thee : 
© Wretched in Life, if it offends thine Eye, 
« Tt will a very willing Martyr die, 
* Long ſince it wholly appertain'd to you; 
«© Time I ſhould yield, and you ſhould ſeize your Due, 
< Behold, theſe nerveleſs Arms I low incline, 
A guardleſs Breaſt, ſuſpended, they reſign. 
« Why ſtrikeſt thou not a Heart ſo free to bleed? 
* Or would'ſt thou have me help the ſanguine Deed? 
*« Speak, from this Iron-Houſe my Limbs Pl! tear, 
< And to thy thirſty Sword my Boſom bear.“ 


In melancholy Sighs, Tancredi laid, 

And more perhaps, much more he would have faid: - 
But Tramplings, thick and thicker, bear the Ground, 
And ſtop the reſt, with their untimely Sound. 

For mov'd by Stratagem, or urg'd by Dread, 

Haſty, the Pagans, from the Chriſtians, fled. 

One, that purſued, ſtaunch in the deathful Trade, 
Saw by the Winds her ringling Curls diſplay'd; 

And, as he paſs'd behind her, lifting high 

His deadly Faulchion, with a Ruffian's Eye 


_ Unnavryy, thus his Woes before the Maid, 


Aima 
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Aim'd, at the Part expos'd, a barb'rous Wound; 


Forth leap'd Tancredi, with a ſudden Bound, 

And, ſtop your Hand, he cry'd; and, at the Word, 
Warded the whizzing Murder with his Sword, 
Yet not all vain the Blow, it juſt deſcends, 
Where, near her ſnowy Neck, her Head depends: 


s Few Drops, for glancing was the Wound, and flight, 
; Her Locks vermilion'd, and ſo ſtain'd the white, 
8 \; Rubies, ſet in Silver, we behold, | 


With darting Crimſon, warm the fulgid Mold» 


Now would Tancredi make the Villain feel 


The Death he fen 1s give, and graſp'd his Steel. 
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The Prince, whoſe Rage he ſhun'd with haſty Dread, 
Follow'd all Vengeance, he ali Terror fled, 

Swift, the Purſued, and the Purſuer, go, 

As feather'd Arrows from the twanging Bovv. 

in deep Suſpence, the wond'ring Maid beheld 

The ſpeedy Racers ſcow'r the diſtant Field. 

Loth to purſue, her Flight ſhe meditates, 

Joins her own Troops, and with the Rout retreats; 


de turns, returns, now flies, now puts to Flight, 


ow Battle gives, and now recedes from Fight. 
W 125 hard to ſay, while ſhe diſdain'd to yield, 


Waether ſhe chas'd, or fled the lifted Field. 
do the tout Bull on following Dogs will turn 


De pointed Vengeance of his goring Horn; 
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 Amaz'd the gen'ral Hunt ſhrink back apace, TH 


But once he turns to fly, renew the Chace; 
New Heart they take, the Savage tempt again, 
Full Speed, full cry, they mouth along the Plain, 
High, at her Back, the fair Clorinda held 

The ample Orb of her defenſive Shield; 

Its ample Orb protected, as ſhe fled, 

From ſwift purſuing Darts, her helmleſs Head. 
So manly Moors, that in rough Sports contend, 
- Shielded, their Heads from rapid Balls defend. 


STREPHON, 


ON 
Excellent VERSES, 


And on his 


VERSION of IASSO. 


H, where ſhall I from ſuch ſweet Sounds 
retire! 

The God of Love himſelf has tun'd thy 
Lyre, 

And taught it ev'ry Paſſion to inſpire, 

n Wit, with Art, and pow'rful Flatt'ry ſtrung, 

e Hcav'n-born Muſes dwell upon thy Tongue; 

heir beſt-loy'd Ovid, whom they made their Choice, 

rot a greater Skill, nor ſweeter Voice; 


D My 


50 CL10 to STREPHON, 
My Heart, tho' far from the Coquette remov'd, | 


Receiv'd thy Praiſe, and filently approv'd. 8 
The World, which ſeem'd a Trifle to my View, | 3 
Is lei deſpis d, ſince tis adorn d by you; | 6.0 
And I its empty Pleaſures could endure, It 


Were but my Soul of ſuch a Friend ſecure. 
How few in all the Tour of Life we find, 


Aj That either can improve, or charm the Mind? Tl 
þ Scarce can my Thought, in all the boaſied Crowd, be 
1 Recal one Friend to make my Mem'ry proud. Ar 
Fi Tho? much of Flattery my Youth has proy'd, F n 
| (For I have been what others call belaw d,) T1 
4 Yet ſtill my nicer Inclination found Oh 
| Some happy Fault to keep me yet unbound. 40 
bd My Muſe has been my Pleaſure, and my Care, * 

3 And I no orher Fetters wiſh to bear: Ant 
bl To that, O gentle Bard! thy Fondzeſs give, oy 
14 And let thy inoffenſive Rival live : wy 
41 From that thou canſt no Danger apprehend, | 10 
41 ApolLo's thine, and e'ry Maſe thy Friend. He 


No After-Ages will repeat my Name, Bur 
1 Nor can I rob thee of thy purchas'd Fame; 
j Yet if thy Verſe does CLio's Name-adorn, 
| I with her not to greater Glory born. 
| Secur'd by thee, what petty Bard will dare 
"Wy To wound my Weakneſs when thy Guard is there? 
M 6 So great thy Reputation, and ſo bright, 
| That I ſhall ſhine, reflexive by thy Light. 
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go have I ſeen ſome little flying Cloud 

Gilt by the Sun, a while look gay and proud; 
But, if its Beams their lovely Shine withdrew, 
Its ſhort-liv'd Beauties ſwiftly vaniſh'd too. 


Lean on, my Gen'ral, then; and I may be, 5 
Tho' many Ranks below, inſpir'd by thee. 
Beneath thy Laurels, Oh! protect my Fear, 

And ſhade thy little :rembling Volunteer. 

Perhaps CLoRINDA was a Coward too, 

Till ſhe was taught to tread the Field by you; 
Oh! how I emulate the martial Maid, 

And read thy Tass0, till l'm not afraid! 

How am I charm'd with ev'ry finiſh'd Line 

And joy that FairFax' are fo faint to thine ! 

You taught the FAIR to wield the pointed Dart, 
And ſhew'd the ſofteſt Vein in Tancred's Heart. 


| Oh ! skil'd in Love and Verſe, thy Power employ 
| 10 aid the dying Empire of the Boy 


He yields apace — and no TAxcREDI ſhines, 
Zut in thy Form, and thy excelling Lines. 


CLIO. 


D 2 Strephon's 
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Strephon's AMS MEN, 
Being in a 
: 


"OR, THE 


RECAPI TULATION. 


B V 
Way of DIALOGUE. 


ZE HY Verſe, which run with Downupon their 
) Feet, 


| 1{weet; 

And wr; in Reading, all the Day i is ſpent, 
Not all the Day can yield me full Content ; 
I ſtart from Bed to Pnorse's paler Light, 
And, Glutton-like, devour em o'er at Night; 


Then 


MCAS ©. ao. 


STREPHON to CLIO. 53 


Then walk my lonely Chamber, round and round, 

And kiſs the skilful Hand, that gave the Wound. 

At length, when Nature, with Fatigue oppreſs'd, 

Forces my doxing Head to ſin& to Reft, 

Still my awaken'd Soul is juſt the fame, 

Unweary'd ſtill that courts thee, lovely Dame, 8 
And to it ſelf preſents thee in a Dream. 


MerTrovucnT, on DENN Is' much-lov'd Plain J lay, 
And Fancy turn'd the Noon of Night to Day: 
Puornus appeard ; Wit reign'd upon his Brow, 

And Wits Reward, the facred Laurel Bough : 
The Genial God, thro' ev'ry Feature, ſmil'd, 
And with theſe Promiſes my Ears beguil'd, 


. Srupx, welllomen' d Bard, thy Voice improve, 
Mine gain'd but Laurels, thine ſhall gain thee Love. 


Wnarr'p with the Prophecy my Harp I ſtrung, 
And, what I can't awake, aſlcep 1 ſung : 
Sweet was the Song, for CL1o was the Theme, 


er Clio! my Love! my Wiſh! my Bliſs! my Fame! 
My Song rewarding to my vaſt Surprize, 
tes The witty Fair- one danc'd before my Eyes: 


The Viſion ſtruck me with religious Awe, 
As whey their Goddeſſes old Poets ſaw. 


D 3 Wirz 
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54 STREPHON to CLiloz _ 


Blooming with Heav'n-born Youth, and ſprightly gay, 


Wirn Eyes as radiant as the Beams of Day, ? 


Thus, my dear C110 faid, or ſeem'd to ſay. 


C i190 


Oh! where ſhall I from ſuch ſweet Sounds retire? 
The God of Love himſelf has tun'd thy Lyre, £ 
And taught it ev'ry Paſſion to inſpire. 

That Ovid, whom the Muſes made their Choice, 

Had not a greater Skill, nor ſweeter Voice, 


S TREPH ON. 


Oh! never, CLio, never hence retire, 


Thee gone (for thou, Love's Goddeſs, doſt inſpire,) 
Dumb muſt my Tongue be, and unſtrung my Lyre, 
The am'rous Ovip ne'er had ſuch a Choice 

Of Wit and Beauty to employ his Voice: 

Hadſt thou been born to bleſs his happy Days, 

No Name but CL1o had adorn'd his Lys, 

Oh! tell me, can thy Soul be cer inclin'd, 

That is /o witty, to be half as kind? 

Canſt thou not, tell me, canſt thou not improve 
Thy Wi with Tenderneſs, and ſtoop to Love. 

To love a Man, who to his laſt Hour's End 


Would ſtudy hourly to be more thy Friend? 


CLIO, 


STREPHON ro CLIO 


CLIO. 
How few in all the Tour of Life we find, | 
That either can improve or charm the Mind? ' i 
Scarce can my 'Thought, in all the boaſted Crowd, © 
Recal one Friend to make my Mem'ry proud. = ; 
STREPHON. | 


No Wonder, Ciro, thou fo few ſhouldſt ſee 
Pleaſing, for Pleaſure is confin'd to thee : 

Crowds of Admirers ne'er ſhould make thee vain, 
Put they may boaft, that by thy Charms are ſlain. 
So not the God, to whom Perfumes ariſe, 

With od'rous Pray'r, and welcome Sacrifice ; 

Not he is honour'd, but the Man that prays, 
Becauſe a Deity accepts his Praiſe. 

Be thou my Saint, thy Altars I'll adorn, 

And each new Day, new Incenſe will I burn; 

Be thou my Angel, thou, like Angels fair, 

Then will I pray, and thou ſnalt hear my Pray'r, 


CL1A 


Though much of Flattery my Youth has prov'd, 


(For I have been what others call beloy'd) 
Let —— 


3 S TR E- 


56 STREPHON ro CLIO. 


STREPHON. 


Have been bclov'd! belov'd thow'lt ever be, 

While I have Ears to hear, or Eyes to ſee. 

For in thy Form, and in thy Voice I find, 

All that can pleaſe the Eye, or charm the Mind. 
But how can I, unhappy, hope to gain 

Her that has been ſo loy'd, —— but loy'd in vain? 


CLIO. 


Yet ſtill, my nicer Inclination found 
Some happy Fault to keep me yet unbound, 


STREET HON, 


Happy thoſe Faults I ever ſhall eſteem, 

That for my fake reſerv'd thee ſafe from them; 
Who elſe had triumph'd in that boundleſs Joy, 
That does my Thoughts and ev'ry Wiſh employ. 
Of all my Faults, one Fault alone thou'it prove, 
If that be one, Extravagance in Love: 

That you'll forgive; for Love ſhould ever riſe 
Proportion'd, as its Object's fair and wiſe ; 


And ſure, if Love ſhould like thy Merits be, 


No Love can eyer be too great for thce. 


CLIO. 


STREPHON to Clao. ' 57 


CLIO. 


My Muſe has been my Pleaſure and my Care, 
And I no other Fetters wiſh to bear : 

To that, O gentle Bard! thy Fondneſs give, 
And let thy inoffenſive Rival live; 

From that thou can'ſt no Danger apprehend; 
AroLLo's thine, and ev'ry Muſe thy Friend. 
No Afrter-ages will repeat my Name, 

Nor can I rob thee of thy purchas'd Fame; 
Yet if thy Verſe does CL1o's Name adorn, 

I wiſh her not to greater Glory born. 


STREPHON. 


CL ro is all my Pleaſure and my Care, 

And I no other's Fetters wiſh to wear: 

To me then, C io, all thy Fondnels give, 

And let thy trueſt, tend'reſt Lover live. 

Of that I can no Danger apprehend, 

If ev'ry Muſe is, as thou fay'ſt, my Friend; 
Heav'n knows, of all the Nine, but One I chuſe, 
Ye Heav'ns! Let CL1o be that friendly Mule ; 
Then future Ages will repeat my Name, 

For, if ſhe'd wear it, ſhe would give it Fame, 
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58 STREPHON ro CLIo. 


CLIO. 


My Heart, tho' far from the Coquette remov'd, 
Receiv'd thy Praiſe, and filently approv'd. 

The World, which ſeem'd a Trifle to my View, 
Is leſs deſpis'd, ſince *tis adorn'd by you; 

And I its empty Pleaſures could endure, 

Were but my Soul of ſuch a Friend ſecure, 


STREPHON, 


J juſt was going full of Joy to tell, 

That my fond Soul would in her Boſom dwell 
For an Eternity —— But Fortune's Spight, 

Juſt at that Moment tore her from my Sight, 
Finiſh'd my Dream, and made me ſigh all Night. 


Ver, Proesus, yet thy Prophecy Pl! prove, 
For Dreams, thy Poets ſay, deſcend from Fove, 
Then I'll purſue the Bleſſing of my Dream 

O'er Dennis Plain, and view the lovely Dame. 


STREPHON, 


8 


TO 


+408 


3TREPHON, 


In Anſwer to the 
Foregoing LE T T E R,. 


IV hich was kept a whole Month by a Lady, to 
whom the Care of it was intruſted, before it was 
deliver d to CL1O. 


Y Eyes wept oer the Verſe that ſtray'd ſo * 171 
long, | | 9 

What Hand could rudely treat thy charm- 1 
ing Song? 

Scarce can my angry Heart forgive the 
Wrong! 

{t bleeds within me, while thou ſadly plains, 

It feels thy Voice, and ſoftens at thy Strains, 

i flew to ſtiil them, as the tender Dam 

Haſtes to the Bleatings of her fav'rite Lamb. 

What have thy Numbers ſuffer d for my ſake! 

Va! how ſhall I a juſt Atonement make * 
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60 QCL10o to STREPHON. 


I mourn their Sweetneſs was ſo much diſtreſt, 
And lay the wounded Beauties to my Breaſt. 
From them I will no hidden Dangers fear, 


They will not harm thy LirTLE TrEMBLER Here. 


I read thy Soul; tho' to thy Form unknown, 
And gueſs its gentle Temper by my own. 
Thou art compaſſionate, as Angels are, 

And haſt of friendleſs Innocence a Care: 

To beauteous CnuasTITyY I ſee thee bend, 

The Goddeſs does into thy Soul deſcend, 

And with victorious Chaplets crowns my Friend. 


Thy temp'rate Veins do with her Licence move, 


For ſhe allows of Poetry and Love, 


Which, as ſweet WALLER ſings, is all they do above. 


8 
8 


With modeſt Warmth, ſhe gives them Leave to beat, 


Nor bids me diſapprove the God-like Heat. 

I hear / Song with innocent Delight, 

Nor chide the ſoft Deluſions of the Night; 

I bleſs the God who to thy Dreams is kind, 

Still may my Image dance before #hy Mind, 

And in thy Slzep thy fairy Temples bind. 

Let Ci. to's Ringers with the Mx/es join, 

Let grateful Clio make her Poet fine, 

Whoſe Ver/e has made her humble Merit ſhine. 
Blu/h not, ye Prupes, to hear my modeſt Praiſe, 
Who ne'er have felt the Magick of his Lays; 

In Forms delightful may I ſtill appear, 

For ever may he dream, and I for ever hear? 


8 


8 


The 


CLIO to STREPHON, 


The Laurel and the Bays to thee T'll give, 

Let CL ro only in thy Numbers live. 

To ev'ry Thought of thine III lay a Claim, 

I'll give thee Friendſhip, thou muſt give me Fame. 
With Tenderneſs I will thy Preſents uſe, 

And be a Mother to thy tuneful Mule. 

The ſoft Ambaſſadors you hither ſent, 

Now ſleep at Eaſe, my Boſom is their Tent. 

Like trembling Birds, who have their Parents loſt, 
Harm'd by ungentle Hands or nipping Froſt, 
Pining, alas! they melancholy ſtray'd, 

Till Love and I reviv'd them in this Shade. 

My guardian Angel ſhould have been their Guide, 
And to his Wings thy am'rous Paper ty'd: 

In bearing of the glorious Sheets along, 

AroLLo would have caught the flying Song ; 
And, as he cut along the lower Sky, 

Thy Verſe had taught his Pinions how to fly. 

: Here, it with Peace and rural Sports ſhall dwell, 


. 


I, for its Maſter's ſake, will treat it well: 
But let not her, you praiſe, a Flatt'rer be, 
2 | Tis rather for its ſake I'm kind to thee. 


Tnou art a Judge, O ſweet excelling Youth! 
And canſt, perhaps, forgive an honeſt Truth, 


In ev'ry Line I ſee thy Features glow, 
From ev'ry Thougut, thy Shape, thy Air, I know, 


The 
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62 QCL10 to STREPHON, 
1 fee the Joy, with which thy Cheeks are dreſs'd, 


When any Turn is happily expreſs'd ; 

The Pow'r of Verſe my raviſh'd Soul has prov'd, 
So canſt thou charm, and 6 is CL1o moy'd, | 
What artful Methods the Poetick find, 

To ſteal themſelves into the Reader's Mind? 

I ſhould receive thy dang'rous Wit with Care, 

For, Oh! the Poet lies in Ambuſh there, 

I ſee, I hear thee, thy perſuaſive Art! 

Oh! keep thy Verſe, and let me keep my Heart; 
Or if, O gentle Bard! thou art my Friend, 

While thou attack'ſt, inſtruct me to defend. 


CLIO. 


TO 


| 


T O 
STREPHON, 


The Letter to which this Anſwer is made, 


was loſt. 


c Verſe as thine, all Forms can plea» 
; ſing make, 

And whatſoever one you like to take, 
RJ 1s pleaſing to me for my Poets fake ; 
Even thy Ghoſt is charming to my Sight, 
Whilſt it appears adorn'd in Black and White; 
Not all the gaudy Colours of the Eaſt, 

Could to my Eyes be ſuch a perfect Feaſt. 

Of other Spirits I am much afraid, 

But walk with thine, and court the gentle Shade ; 
Whene'er the buſy World is lain to Reſt, 

I fly unſeen to thy ætherial Breaſt, 

Alone at Midnight I converſe with thee, 

And Venus lends her brighter Beams to me, 

The Stars ſhine forth, they once were Lovers too, 
Aad all the Planets ſure are brib'd by you: 


* 


64 CLIo to STREPHON, 

Thy Body muſt not all our Meetings know, 

For that's a Man, and therefore - is my Fee; + - + 

Ah! tell it not that I can write ſo kind, 

Tt will be jealous of thy purer Mind, 

And fondly will attempt to claim ſome Part, 

And rob its Rival Shadow of my Heart. 

Oft' have I pray'd, and Heav'n has heard my Pray'r, 

To grant a Lover made like thee of Air, 

For 1 am tir'd with being long purſu'd 

By low Deſires of mortal Fleſh and Blood, 

A greater Complement you cou'd not pay, _ ; 

Than throwing all the Droſs of Love away, ] 

Then coming to my Boſom thus refin'd, 7 

And leaving Sex and Intereſt behind. 0 

What Tell-tale Sh familiar to my Heart, 4 E 

R 

B 


Cou'd this dear Secret to thy Ear impart, 
One Way there was my nicer Taſte to move, 


And that alone was Numbers dreſs'd in Love. v 
No golden Show'rs cou'd here a Conqueſt gain, Tr 
J have beheld thoſe Trifles with Diſdain; T 
Vice I have ſeen in gaudy Triumph ſhine, T 
N Aud Man ſurvey'd in ev'ry mean Delign ; "Ar 
0 Low at my Feet I've ſeen theſe Monarchs lye, Y 
| | And ask'd my bluſhing Soul, the Reaſon why ; Le 
[| : Youth or gay Looks have made the Wrezches bend, Ar 
[it And Slaves a While, in order to aſcend; In 
| | But yet my harmleſs Pity I let fall, | 
i To ſe theſe mighty Maſters of the Ball, £ 
| 


Obedient to a ſhort-liv'd Beauty's Call. 
Such 


CLIO to STREPHON. 
Such earthly Paſſions, Virtue needs muſt blame, | 
But thine is ſure a more tranſcendent Flame, 8 
For which ev'n Love itſelf 's too mean a Name, 

Oh! let it then for heav'nly Friendſhip go, 

Such as good Souls retain for Friends below, 

Such! as thine wou'd, for happ'leſs CLio find, 

Shou'd you aſcend, and leave her here behind. 

By Heav'n thou art inſpir'd, for ſomething more 

Shines in thy Verſe, than I have found before, 

Humour and Nit I have with Pleaſure found, 

But thine is with a pow'rful Softneſs crown'd, 

From which I muſt my liſt'ning Senſes guard, 

Oh! ask not my Repoſe for thy Reward, | 

E'er I behold thee, let me here compound, | 
Retire, retire, methinks I hear the Sound, 8 
But, Oh ! my Feet are faſten'd to the Ground, 
Such Force has Verſe when guided by thy Hand, 

It does each Atom of my Soul command, 

Thus ſpeaks my Soul. but it, alas! is join'd, 

To human Clay, which is to Rules confin'd, 8 
And thou thy ſelf wou d chide it, if too kind: 

Yet whatſoever rigid Form attends, 

Let us at leaſt — eternally be Friends, 

And I intreat thee, Oh! my charming Spright, 
Ia Verſe to viſit CL io ev'ry Night, 


CLIO. 
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SSR, 2 HAVE been made this Day the moſt unhap- 


T& py of Men. A Fellow of a very ſour Coun- 


tenance, who was certainly born in an ill 
Hour, or his Tongue could never have told 
ſo much bad News in ſo few Words, inform'd me that 
my CLio was very much indiſpoſed. Death with his 
Scythe in one Hand, and his Hour-Glaſs in the other, ſha- 
King maliciouſly the few remaining Sands, and warning 
me that my laſt Hour was near expir'd, could not have 
touch'd me like this baſe Informer, who would with his 
ſaucy officious Tongue force into my unwilling Ears, the 
Story of your wanting your Health, —— I will not bge 
lieve it. —— The Guardian Angels that attend you could 
not be ſo negligent, as to let you be in any Air where 
Sickneſs could reach you. — But, for fear of the wort, 
I will trouble you with no more, than firſt a Prayer to 
yourſelf, that you would let me know how you do; and 
telling you in the next Place, that I am upon my Knees, 
offering up another Prayer to your Guardian Angels, that 
they 


— 


STREPHON ro CL10. 67 
they would be more diligent in finding Means of reſtoring 3 
you to your Health, than they were in preventing your 
Inneſs.— I ſhall ſcarce riſe from the Cuſhion my Knees 
are bent upon, nor unclaſp my Hands, nor ſtop my Lips 
from inceſſant Supplication, till your Reply comes, — 

May it be a comfortable one, and by ſignifying your Re- 
covery, ſecure my own from a thouſand Fears, more tor- 


menting than the Agonies of Death would be to my dear 
CLIO, | i 


* 


Tur Moſt Aﬀedionate, 
Aud Aided Servant, 


S TREPH ON. 


CLiro 


CLIO to STREPHON. 


My Farznp, 


E poor Man indeed told you Truth, — 
for I have been, and ſtill continue very ill, 
though I am ſomewhat better, which I 
FSC impute to your Prayers and Friendſhip, I 
Sy am charm'd with your Eſſays, which 
make Religion, what it really is, the fineſt Subject upon 
Earth. Since my Illneſs, I have read and admired thoſe re- 
fined Notions, and am proud, He, that can think fo di- 
vinely, ſhould think of me at all. — You are very good 
to a Stranger, and CLio is a thouſind Ways your Friend,— 
Believe me, notwithſtanding the Want of Health, ſhe 
finds real Pleaſure thus converſing with you. — You 
can write, tho* my Indiſpoſition will not let me. — If 
it was not for Illneſs I would not leave you fo ſoon.—— 
Verſe is healing to the Mind. 


Oh! then the Sacred Remedy apply, 
And pleas'd I'll live; if not, with Pleaſure die. 


-CG'L Fl 


ON 


my hy ny 


Ciio's LETTER, 
WHEREIN 


She tells me of her Sickneſs, and received on the 


Night when the great Storm of Thunder and 
Lightening was, 


AT E, on the dreadful'ſt of recorded Times, 
880 I VirzeiL's Omens read in DRYDEN's Rhimes : 
How Casar's Death, e er CæsAR dead be- 
came, 


Thunders proclaim'd thro' Heaven's ſhiy'ring 
Frame, 


How howling Ghoſts yell'd in the nightly Shade, 

Till Tempeſts, dropping Fire, the Sprights diſplay'd; 
My Midnight Studies, ſtruck with pleaſing Dread, 
And Parent Bards I left, and ſought my Bed; 
When, lo! incompaſs'd with a ſudden Flame, 

J found their Verſe and Nature were the ſame. 

Not with Preſumption, but with humble Awe, 

L view'd the Sky, and, what I read, 1 law; 
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70 STREPHON to CLIo. 


It flaſh'd a moſt intolerable Light, 


And turn'd to blazing Day the pitchy Night. 
There, juſt receiv'd, and, yet unopen'd, lay 
Thy Letter kept to bleſs the foll'wing Day : 
Straight my foreboding Soul was much diſmay'd, 


-It knew nat why, but trembled for its Maid ; 
Fear'd what the greateſt Man's Deceaſe fore · ſign'd, 


Fore-ſhew'd the ſick' ning Queen of NMoman ind. 
Frighted I ran, the doubted Letter took, 
And, as I broke the Seal, my Fingers ſhook : 


But, when I read that Sickneſs harm'd my Dame, 


Read the {9d Tidings by the diſmal Flame; 

Then, tho' then loud did Jove's chief Thunders roll, 

Far greater Tempeſts labour'd in my Soul; 

And yet (my CL10) *midſt that Storm of Care, 

Ev'n thy ſweet Muſick was too harſh to bear. 

Yes, thy own Verſe, where Sweets Eternal reign'd, 

Grew harſh, quite har(þ! — thy Tlineſs they contain d. 

Truſt me (my Love) I ſympathize with thee, 

Now, while I write, each Nerve's in Agony: 

Troops of {ad Fears make ev'ry Heart-String quake, 

And reigning Agues all the Fabrick ſtake. 

Not fo; when all my Nerves well pleas'd did move, 

While I was ſinging Tunes of thee and Love, 

When on your Harp (more pleas'd) I've heard you 
ſing, 

And ey'ry Nerve has danc'd to ev'ry String. 


Now 


ou 


ow 


STREPHON fo CLIO. 


Now interrupting Sobs, that Muſick break, 
Mute muſt each Muſe be, and mere Nature ſpeak. 
But Nature can't —— for Nature's overcome, 
Small Sorrows ſpeak — but folemn Grief is dumb: 
Yet if (ye Heav'ns) if yet ye can but hear, 

Maſt the loud Storms, that deafen ev'ry Ear; 

I will ſubdue my Grief, and ſay one Pray'r : 

When Lightning next breaks thro? the cloudy Air, 


Look thro' thoſe Clouds, and when you ſee, you'll 


ſpare, 


Axp you that are to me a dearer Part, 
Than the laſt Drop is to a bleeding Heart ; 
Do not, o'ercome with Spleen, the Wits Diſeaſe, 
Think Heav'n will Virtue, Wit, and Beauty ſeize. 
To think *rwould be at ſuch a vaſt Expence 


As making thee, then ſnatch thee ſtraight from bees © 


Is doing Injury to Providence. 
Don't be ſo cruel to thy ſelf nor me, 
Thou ſhal't not die —— thou ſhal't zranſlated be. 


Wurm late, ah! be it late! when tis deſir'd, 
To ſeek the heav'nly Joys, of earthly tir d; 
May ſome good Angel join his Lips to thine, 
Thou to his Lips thy balmy Breath reſign ; 
He'll catch thy Soul wrapp% in thy ſpicy Breath, 
And diſappointing the grim Forms of Death, 


* 


4 


Shall 
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Shall thee, all ſnining, to that Heav'n tranſlate, 
Where Spirits of thy Rank compound the State. 


HERE ends the Pray'r, which high Heav'n appeas'd, 
The Skies all open'd, and the Saints well pleas'd, 
View'd her, ill Omens and the Tempeſt ceas'd. 


STREPHON, 
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Y W. 


AN 
ANSWER to C0, 


(bo ſpeaks of Platonick Love,) ſent to her juſt 


after her Recovery from an Indiſpoſition of 
Health, 


ILL Sickneſs icft you, till I knew you 
cur'd, 
Did I once mention what my ſeif endur'd? 
Unleſs, when pitying you with Pains op- 
preſt, 
I pray d, that quitting yours, they'd ſeek my 
Breaſt. 
Now, *tis my Turn, to name poor STrEenoN's Pains, 
And thine to pity now, whilſt he complains, 


To thee (O Co!) is all Nature known, 


Painted in Verſe, for Poetry's thy own: 

Thou know'ſt the Pangs of diſappointed Love 
Muſt, as its Object's dearer, ſharper prove. 

Thou know'ft, that, as our Souls are tend'rer made, 
Thoſe ſoft Impreſſions are the deeper laid, 


111 That, 
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That, when coy Ladies Lovers Hopes controul, 


They to Diſtraction drive a manly Soul. 


Thou know'ſt thy ſelf the nobleſt Form on Earth, 


That ever gave the zobleſt Paſſion Birth; 


Know'ſt ev'ry Glory ſhines confeſs'd in thee, 


And everlaſting Tenderneſs in me. 


And, ſhall | dear, unkind, vi ct oriouss Fair, 


Be render d up a Prey to wild Deſpair? 


TrouLT anſwer No, — then coldly call me, — Friend, 
And, Spirit-like, perhaps, my Sou commend. 


Ir Love was only ſeated in the Mind, 
As cruel now I call, I'd own thee kind. 
Does not each Line, which I have written, prove, 


That I adore thee With redoubled Love? 


That I admire thee all the Ways I can: 

As Spirit much, but ſtill much more as Man? 

And who wants Arguments, by which 'tis prov'd, 
That Heav'n fram'd omen, ſo to be beloy'd? 

Tell me not then, thou dear too cruel Fair! 

Thou oft haſt pray'd, and Heav'n has heard thy rad 
To grant a I. over made, like me, of Air, 

No — were I Air indeed, nay, purer far 
Than the molt pure Celeſtial Beings are; 

Dy {ove himſelf! Id act my ſelf like Jove, 

L's Puta Body on, and ſeck thy Love. 


Aly 


Al 
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Ah! that I could but put a Body on, 

But mine is coarſeh made —— and I'm undone ! 
Tho' golden Show'rs are Things that you diſdain, 
Yet, for thy ſake, I'd come in golden Rain: 

But, ah! my niggard Stars, to wound me Home, 
Gave me, without the Wit, the Poet's Doom. 


Ovcur I, in Prudence, all at once to name 
guch Faults —— which now Xa days are counted Shape ? 
Yes, I am proud to own 'em all to you, \ 
Happy and Rich in this illuſtrious View. ; 8 
You call'd me Friend, and [I'll be ever true. 


Now tell me, if my Verſe can pleaſng make, 
This Form, which I am forc'd, not pleas'd to take? 
Tell me, no wealthy Beau thy Love ſhall gain, 
That thou'lt behold the Trifle with Diſdain. : 
Not fo, thou'lt ſay — Thou'lt ſay, thy Soul is join'd 
To human Clay, which is to Rules confin'd; 8 
And I muſt chide my Stars, that tis not kind. 
Still let me, like a Lover made of Air, 
Ofter thy Words, but offer as my Pray'r. 


Ver whatſoever rigid Forms attends, 
et us at leaſt — — ercynally be Friends. 


STREPH ON. 
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STREPHON, 


Admirable LeTTERS, 
OF HIS 


ILLNESS and Platonick Lov, 


forms, 
I know its Pow'r, and underſtand its Charms, 
The Storm grows gentle, and its Sound obeys, 
And even Thunder loftens at thy Lays. 
Angels themſelves, from their own Heav'ns deſcend, 
They hear, and wonder, and become thy Friend: 
Net all the Sweezeſ# Inſtruments combin'd, 
The ſofteſt Lute, and ſprightly Viol join'd, 
Nor Davio's Harp, like thee, can raiſe the Mind, 


E. 
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My Soul, which is, of tend'reſt Atoms, form'd, 
Is, as the Poet pleaſes, child or warm d: 

The warring Skies receiv'd thy Pray'rs that Night, 
For all my Spirits were refin'd and light. 

The haggard Spleen was driven from my Breaſt, 
And I with ſmiling Chearfulneſs was bleſs'd, 
Tho' Nature ſeem'd, as if ſhe dying lay, 

And trembling fear'd the laſt tremendous Day, 
Yet fearleſs I the angry Clouds ſurvey'd, 

Thy friendly Wiſhes haſted to my Aid: 

A ſweet Compoſure on my Eye-lids fell, 

And all Things in my tranquil Soul were wel), 
But, e er I ſlept, I offer'd up my Pray'r, 

That Heav'n my Poet, and my Friend wou'd ſpare, 
For he was worthy of its utmoſt Care. 

Oh! let the Dull, faid I, from hence remove, 
Who know not how to ſing, nor how to love, 
But with my Praiſes I ſhou'd Chidings join, 

Thy Body is inform'd of our Deſign. 

Did I not tell thee it a Share wou'd claim, 

And ſtrive to damp our everlaſting Flame? 

And CLi1o has a Rival now I find, 

Who knows the ſofteſt Secrets of thy Mind: 
Thou art not an Intire Angel yet, 

But haſt a lietle of the Serpent's Wit: 

A Day will come, thou wilt be all refin'd, 

Thy Body as immortal as thy Mind; 
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Then near thy heav'nly Ferm my Soul ſhall lay, 
And paſs with thee the never-ending Day, 

A little longer, tedious Life will end, 

And we like Stars together ſhall aſcend: 

Or ſhou'd I loſe thee in the ſhining I hrong, 

I ſoon ſhould find thee, by thy deathiels Song. 
ore a peculiar Brightneſs thou wilt wear, 

From all the ſparkling Crowd of Poets there, 
Sing on, and ſhorten Life's inſipid Race, 

long to meet thee in a nobler Place, 

Where Spirits of our Ranks appear in State, 

And 72o/e of lower Merit hambiy wait, 

1 fear 50 vo ill this haughty Notion chide, 

Ard think it taſtes too much of earthly Pride: 
Thy manly Breaft, with brighter Virtues fir'e, 
Viil ſcorn a Thought Ambition has inſpir'd. 
Oh! guide me, to my Weakneſs be a Friend, 
And learn my trembling Piaious to aſcend; 

The Horld and Youth, and Flattery puriue, 

But I ſhall conquer if inform'd by you. 

Shew me the Dangers that lie ſcatter d round, 
And lead me ſafe through the inchanted Ground. 
But ceaſe to think thy noble M4 undone, 
Tho? Nature put thy Body looſely on, 

If "tis 427w0714y of the brighter Gueſt, 

Which warms thy Verſe, and ſparkles in thy Breaſt, 
] can forgive thy uningaging Clay, 

Sappoſe it even What thy Numbers ſay, 


Happy 
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Happy art thou from vain Addreſs ſecur d, 
And all the Pains, poor CL1o has indur'd ; 
The Praiſe of Fools, which till has been my Fate, 
Which I avoid, and of all Torments hate. | 
Left to the World, to Solitude J ran, 
To dreſs my infant Mind, and reſt from Man; 
In Letters, now and then, they will appear, 
And, in that Form, I can endure them here. 
But thine have all my ſofteſt Moments ſhar'd, 
And to my grateful Boſom ſtill preferr'd: 
Increaſe my Number ; I ſhall never tire, 
With reading what thy Paſſion does inſpire. 
What would'ſt thou more? —— thy Numbers 1 ap- 
prove, 

] like my {elf —— and give thee leave to love; 
But, Oh! incroaching Mortal as thou art, 
Let till thy Spirit have the greateſt Part: 
You may admire me, all the Ways you can, 
Give me the Lover, but keep back the Man: 
Yet even him, perhaps, my Eyes cou'd bear, 
Becauſe thy Soul, (which is my Friend.) lives there. 
Let CLio ſtil] her Empire, there, maintain, 
Sweet are her Laws, and gentle is her Reign, 
She ſhall nor tyrannize, nor thou complain, 

I just again have read thy Letters o'er. 
And therefore can indure my own no more: 


E 4 From 
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From whence do all thy ſoft Expreſſions cone, 
Sure not from Love, for Love, you know, is dumb; 
But ſuch a Paſſion may I never prove, 

Give me a /peaking and a writing Love, 

Oze, that can with /uch Eloquence perſuade, 

And juſtify the Kindneſs of a Maid, 


CLIO. 


TO So 


.C. 1 O. 


OF 


l Hoſe Recovery STREPHON war juſt then in- 
form'd; wherein he tells her of his Love. 


N this ſmall Time, ſo great my Paſſion's 


grown, 
It leaves no Minute of my Time, my own; 
My ſofteſt Thoughts on CLio's Lines em- 

ploy'd, 
Still find out ſomewhat new to be enjoy'd: 
Over and over I thy Verſes read, x 
Still Sick*ning with a Flame, which ſtill I feed: 
So parch'd in Fevers drowthy Wretches lie, 
And drink they will, tho', when they drink, they die, 


As ſleepleſs Men for fatal Opiates long, 
And future Griefs for preſent Eaſe prolong, 
So, when I read, two Paſſions I ſuſtain, 
'Tis always Pleaſure, but *tis always Pain; 


E When 
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When now I recolle& thy Thoughts divine, 

I wiſh my Soul as prrify'd as thine ; 

Vet heav'nly Thoughts, that human Paſſions move, 
Tempt tae to venture, and reveal my Love: 
Dropping the Spirit, I'd the Man commend, 

Fain wou'd I pleaſe, but ſhudder to offend. 

Pleas'd with the Images of Thought at leaſt, 

I nurſe and fondle them within my Brea: 

Then with the borrow'd Wings of Love I fly, 2 
To that green Bow'r, where CLio us'd to lie, 

And make Imagination be my Eye. 


By Fancy's Force, I ſee my lovely Maid, 


Reclin'd, and ſleeping on her graſſy Bed; 
Gently I breath amidſt the gladden'd Air, 


That plays among the Lab'rinths of her Hair, 


And bid it ſoftly whiſper in her Ear: 


Oh! wake not —— only dream that SrRETHOx's here. 
Then, from thy bluſhing Lips, a Kiſs I ſteal, 

And beg of the next balmy Vizal Gale, £ 
Which to thy panting Breaſts thy Lungs exhale, 


To carry to thy Heart a Tide of Heat, 

And teach tby Puiſe the March of Love to beat- 

But ſpeechleſs, motionleſs, the Fair-one lies, 

Sleep ſea's her Fancy, as it ſeals her Eyes. 

That Silence, in her Slecp, deſtroys my Peace, 

As Speaking did before, but ai F rent Ways. 8 
, cat ſhe ne er had (foke, er ne er would ceaſe ! 


Ah! 


h ! 
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Ah! then (cry I) ſhe dreams not, lovely Dame ! 


She ſleeps — tis 1, tho' broad awake, that dreaz. 


Oh! that my C io did but dream fo too! 
What now is only Thought, would ſoon be true. 


Tuis ſaid, I juſt was yielding to Deſpair, 
But thy laſt Letter diſſipated Care, | 
There, there you ſay —— my Numbers you approve, 
You like yourſeif —-— and give me leave to love. 
Leave? — — O ye Cups bear the Tidings high, 
As the bright Orb that circles round the Sky, 
To diſtant Worlds my plighted Love proclaim, 
To diſtant Nations her dear Accents name: 
She gives me Leave—— O ſound thoſe Words again! 
And ſound them, *till the lovely Maid I gain! 
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STREPHON. 


My TR 


as it was unwelcome, call'd me from 
Home for two or three Days, and has fa- 
tigued me extreamly. At my Return 1 
was repaid with your ingaging Letters; 
but at the ſame Time I receiv'd one from an only Bro- 
ther in Spain, in which he invites me thither. The paſ- 
ſionate Deſire I have to ſee him, after ſeven Years Ab- 
lence, will, I fear, perſuade me to venture; yet I aſſure 
you there is nothing belonging to my native Country, 
(where we both intended ſhortly to return) I ſhould 
grieve to leave more, than your tender Correſpondence, 
which affords me ſo much Pleaſure: But I muſt (ſhould 
Igo) entreat a Continuance of it; it will help to make a 
foreign Climate pleaſant to me, and I ſhall take thoſe 
Lines you already favour'd me with, as ſome of the moſt 
valuable Things I have. I believe it will be ſome Months 
yet e'er I go; therefore let me in them hear from you 
very 


— 
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very often, and do all you can to perſuade me, that my 
Memory ſhall not die with you in my Abſence, which 
perhaps may be two or three Years. I go to a Brother, 
who is much dearer to me than my ſelf, whoſe Abſence 
has been one of my greateſt Shocks in Life, and help'd 
with the Murder of the beſt Father in the World, to ſpoil 
my little Genius, I wiſh, my Friend, you could ſee this 
dear Relation of mine, who, I muſt fay, is the moſt per- 
fect of his kind, a fine Perſon, with fine Senſe, and the 
greateſt good Nature. But then you would fay CLio did 
not deſerve your Notice: However, ſhe is ever, and ever 
will be, 


Your Moſt Faithful 


Obliged Friend, 


CLIO. 
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WHO 


Juſt after ſhe tells me ſhe gives me Leave to Love, 
which ſhe expreſſes iu the fineſt of VERSES, 
tells me in a LETTER, juſt after, that ſhe's go- 
ing to a Brother in Spain. 


VE heard of Merchants loſt by Fortune's 


Spight; 
And Mcm'ry now preſents them to my 
—— Ay, there's the Coaſt methinks they ſmile 


to ſee 
Th'indulgent Surface of yon curling Sea, 
The gentle Winds, with their propitious Gales, 
Juſt to their Wiſh inſpiring all the Sails, 
Of Ships rich laden, which had long been toſo d 
In Boiſt rous Storms, and given o'er for loſt. 
Their Shouts run echoing round the hollow Shore, 
Each thinks he hugs his Bags of Id DIN Oar, 


Bleſſes 


le 


les 
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Bleſſes his Stars, and cries, that Fortune's Hand, 

Their Wealth inſur'd, and brought their Ships to Land, 
But Fortune's various Goddeſs cry'd —— not fo —— 
And bad the bluſtring God of Winds to blow ; 

Obedient ol us unlocks his Caves, 

Sends Winds to drive the Ships, and fret the Waves; 
This Way and that impell'd, the Billows roar, 

And bear them, in a Moment, far from Shore; 

In vain they murmur, and in vain they pray, 

The louder Storms drown all they have to ſay; 

Deaf are the Seas to their unpitied Cries, : 


87 


Minds upon Winds, and Waves on Waves ariſe, 
And hide the ſinking Pines from weeping Eyes. 


How nat*rai 'tis to feel a Wretch his Moan, 
When {mall Refle tion makes the Caſe one's own ? 


Ricuxx were I, than thoſe that ſhare the Eaſt, 
If thy ſoft Form my claſping Arms poſlels'd: > 
On Seas of Troubles has my Mind been tols'd, 
Long ſought, thro' Riſques of being ever loſt; 8 
Thy Arms its Harbour, and thy Smiles its Coaſt: 
Sometimes in Hope, but oft ner in Deſ pair, 
Till you at length inclin'd to hear my Pray r. 


Jus as to home-row'd Barks, th'increaſmg Shores, 
Jet ſorth, and ſeem to meet the lab'ring Oars, 
So tow'rds thy Boſom did I ſwiftly ſteer, 
The Jay ſcem'd ſhorten d, and the Sky was clear; 
You 
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You ſeem d approaching —— Nature's ſelf was gay, 
And I ferener than a Summer's Day; 

But Deſtiny's Black Clouds ſtill lurk'd behind, 

My Stars grew cruel, juſt as you grew kind: 

Me! fruſtrate Hopes convey to Dennis“ Plain, 

And Fortune ſnatches thee away to Spain. 


Ver hear my CL1o, thy beſt Friend adviſe; 
[Tho' thy Friend's Counſel melts thy Lover's Eyes] 
Since thou haſt got an only Brother there, 
Wiſe like his Siſter, like his Siſter fair, 
Since he has ſole Poſſeſſion of thy Mind, 
Which might poſſeſs the Hearts of all Mankind, 
Might all, that can its lov'd Acquaintance boaſt, 
Render its Slaves, but SrRREP HO ſtill the moſt, 
Go —— yes thou ſhalt my Hand ſhall be my Foe, 
My Hand ſhall lead thee, ſince thou'rt bent to go, 
And if baſe Fortune were leſs harſh to me, 
I'd the Companion of that Voyage be. 
But as to Fortune in this earthly State, 
My Name's writ backward in the Books of Fate; 
Go —— ſhare the Pleaſures of a Brother's Breaſt, : 


And leave a Lover void of Foy and Reft, 
For me no matter —— C110 will be bleſt. 
To ſome dark lonely Cave I can retire, 
Weep away Life, and with a Groan expire, 


SIREPHON 


In 


3 


Two LET T ERS 


STREPHON ſends me: 


la One he tells me his Paſſion is increas, in the 
other adviſes me to go to Spain. 


M loſt in Thought —— which I ſhould 

WW 1 moſt commend, 

Te — IF, The Lover, the Philoſopher, or Friend, 

lhöubey all delight ſo much, they all ſo high 
aſcend, 


Rarely thoſe Titles do ſo well agree, £ 7 


The pleaſing Wonder is all new to me, 

A thouſand dift'rent Virtues ſhine in thee, 
My Friendſhip you deſerve ſo many Ways, 
Thy tender Paſſion, and inchanting Lays, 
Inſpire my grateful Song, to chaunt thy Praiſe, 


Pre: 
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Preferring CL io's Int'reſt to thy own, 

Is ſuch a Compliment J have not knoõom. 
Thy kind Philoſophy I do approve, 

Nor think thy Offer an Afrout to Love, 0 
For I by com mon Methods never move. 

Yes, I will go —— you further my Deſign, 

My Soul grows ſtrong, while it communes with thine £ 
For Friend, nor Conntry will I much repine. 

Stay but a while, I'm ready. to attend ; 

Thy gen'rous Arm, and faithful Counſel lend: 

This little Bark, Oh !.teach me how to guide, 

Far from the Rocks of Levity or Pride, 

For, Oh! I go, where I muſt think to find, 

Things of thy Ferm, without thy God-like Mind, 

Still lively Youth upon my Temples plays, 

Tho' I to baniſh it, have had Allaysz; 

Which if J had but Courage to repeat, b 

Thy Tears wou A flow, and hapleſs CLio's meet. 

A Murder'd Father! —— Nature here expires 

Faint on the Rack, and drops its ſofteſt Fires: 

For ever does the Proſpect freſh appear, 

And, while I write, Blood crimſons ev'ry Tear. 

Oh! have thy manly Heart-Strings e'er been try'd, 

Has Sorrow dragg'd them hard on ev'ry Side? 

Has no kind Thought preſented to revive 

The breaking Springs of Life, and keep thy Hope alive? 
Have e'er thy lagging Veins forgot to move, 

Been dead to Muſick, Wine, and gentle Love? 


Oh ! 


— x7 WC... TEE 


ive? 


Oh ! 


CL1o to STREPHON. 


Oh! ſay, haſt thou ſuſtain'd this deadly Woe? 
Our equal Souls ſhall then acquainted grow. 
And ſure thou haſt ſome mighty Sorrow known, 


Some bitter Draught has in thy Cup been thrown, 


Tis by thy Numbers fraught with Saane ſhown, 
Sweet Melancholy in thy Verſe appears, 

But, Oh! how graceful are her charming Tears! 
Each Sigh that mingles vrich her moving Words, 
Each tuneful Stop a Harmony affords; 

But yet be fil, in happy Silence reſt, 

Nor let my Parting pain your gen'rous Breaſt, 
Ceaſe to remember C io, and be bleſt. 

Let partial Fate be cruel to thy Name, 

Since it is written in the Book of Fame; 

To whatſoever Nation I'm convey'd, 

My Poct ſhall be ſtill immortal made; 

[ will tay Merit and thy Lays rehearſe, 

And charm the witty Spaniard with thy Verſe; 
Tho” skill'd in Love, they humbly ſhall ſubmit 
To thy ſuperior Tenderneſs and Mit. 

Spain ſhall not ſtill her nobler Lovers boaſt, 
Nor always triumph o'er our frozen Coaſt ; 

Far from the Sun, the Lord of ſprightly Fires, 
BRITANNIA lies; but ſhe has ſoft Deſires: 

The God of Love flies here with flower Wing, 
But yet her Martial Sons can love and ſeng, 

For here Bays, Laurels, and the Myriles ſpring. 
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Thy Numbers are fo tender and fo bright, 


They ſhall appear, and do thy Nation Right. 
But while on Faxcy's Wing I fly to Spain, 


A mournful Thought recalls me back again; 
Thou wilt thy abſent Cr 10's Eyes forget, 

But I miſtake, thou haſt not ſeen them yet ; 
Soon all thy ſoft Ideas thou wilt loſe, 

That fire thy Soul, and animate thy Muſe : 
The Wheel of Fortune may its Humour ſhow, 
And, often turning round, may caſt thee loyy: 
Wilt thou remember abſent CL1o then, 

And know the Picture of her Soul again, 
Which ſhe has ſent thee painted with her Pen! 
I hear thy /ighing Heart affirm it will, 

My Pain is loft, and all my Fears arè fill, 

Oh! what ſhall I return thy ſoft Regard, 

Be everlaſting Friendſhip thy Reward, 

Such as thy Soul ſo ardently demands, 

Whoſe trueſt Value SrRETHoN underſtands, 


CL 16 


O N 


Following LINES 


CLIO's LETTER. 


M loſt in Thought, which I ſhould moſi 
51 commend, | 
he Lover, the Philoſopher, or Friend. 

| Preferring CLio's Int'reſt to thy own, 

Is ſuch a Compliment J have not known: 
Thy kind Philoſophy I do approve, 

Nor think thy Offer an Affront to Love; 

For I by common Methods never move, _ 

Yes, I will go —— You further my Deſign, &c. 


N — In happy Silence reſt, 
Nor let my Parting pain your gen rous Breaſt, 
Ceaſe to remember C io, and be bleſs d. 


= HEN Sve) you will 7 you 
by you ſay, 


will ! 


And artful Blames upon my Counſel 4d 


Woe As if that drove, nay, poſted you away. 


June, judge ye Heav'ns, Oh! Jend an equal Ear, 


Hear this evading, this upbraiding Fair. 

What? if one Moment from my Love I ſtole, 
And gave cold Friendſhip leave to ſway my Soul, 
If, out of Seaſon wiſe, and dully good, 


My Judgment counſelld, what my Mill withſtood; 


Should ſhe, unfairly witty, take that Part, 
And play my erring Head againſt my Heart? 
Soon, and too true my Prophecy will prove, 
That on my Ruin ſhe'll her Senſe improve, 
Her Wit I find's an Enemy to Love. 

"Talk then no more to me of Fame and Bays, 


Nor freeze my Mind with chilly Friendſhip's Praiſe ; 


They're 


re 


They're Gugaws to the Love at which I aim, 
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You gave me leave, and I the Licence claim. 
Preach not up ſtrain'd Philoſophy to me, 
Thou little SOPAISTER in Poetry, 

That in faſſe Arguments doſt 6oaft an Art, 

And mak'ſt a very Play-Thing of my Heart: 
In Love, not witty let us be, but true, 

That's Death to me, that is a Feſt to you, 


Yer let thy Conſcience liſten if it can, 
And own the changing Maid and conſtant Mans 


That I did bid thee go —— I do allow, 


And as a Friend, perhaps ſhould do it now, 
But, as a Lover, in the foll'wing Lines, 
How do I grudge what Amity religns ? 


That, when I ſaid I'd come to take my Leave, 

I meant I'd come to beg a kind Reprieve. 

Don't I there tell thee, if we were to part, 

'Twould burſt the vital Strings that ho!d my Heart? 
That I muſt to ſome lonely Cave retire, 

Weep Life away, and with a Groan expire! 

All this you read, you knew; and was it kind, 

To fay you'd go and leave your Swain behind ! 

Her farewel Words (poor STREPHON) thou mult hear? 
Be ſee!'d to Grief, witch thou art doom'd to bear! 


Did you not plainly by broad Hints perceive, 8 


Parting 
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Parting ſhe ſays In happy Silence reſt, 

Nor let my Parting pain your gen'rous Breaſt, 

Ceaſe to remember Co, and be bleſs'd: 3 
What is this leſs, than if ſhe was to ſay, 

Speaking her colour d Words a plainer Way, 

I'll puſh thee pale and dying from my Breaſt, 

And tell thee ſmiling in the Grave there's Reſt, 


Thus ftill Complains thy 


STREPHON, 


T4 


TH 


STREPHON. 


ET Clio thy complaining Heart appeaſe, 

The Hand that wounded, ſhall reſtore thy 
Eaſe; 

: Receive it, STREPHON, from my grateful Pen, 

Lift up thy Head, and ſhine in Verſe again; 

CL1o! a deathleſs Friendſhip ſtill retains, 

A Wonder and a Paſſion for thy Strains: 

Sweet is the Harmony each Verſe affords, 

As falling Riv'lets, or as warbling Birds, 


The Morning Lark, and Ev'ning Nightingale, 


Are hoarſe to thee — Renew the pleaſing Tale. 
1! who am plac'd ſo far in Senſe below, 

in fainter Notes my Gratitude will ſhow; 

But, where the Beauties of my Numbers fail, 
Thy Love ſhall ſtoop to raiſe me, and prevail. 
Thou haſt a Fondneſs for my little Senſe, 


Tis all that I can plead in its Defence: 
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Oh! had I not a Friend within thy Breaſt, 
How wou'd my artleſs Song endure the Teſt! 
The gentle Lover I muſt til] retain, 


Or ne'er appear, in Poetry again. 


"Tis neceſſary you ſhould love me ſtill, 


And my prophetick Heart divines, you will: 


But give me leave to tell you, in hrt Way, 
Hard is the Task, but STREPHRON will obey ; 
Be all thy Wiſhes temperate and cocl, 

But STREPHON whiſpers, who can love by Rule ? 
Clio can to that Miracle pretend, 

And knows to practice what ſhe does commend, 
In happy Order, all my Paſſions move, 

For C110's a Philoſopher in Love: 

Where Love, and Form, and Fortune have conſpir'd, 
To make the charming Orator admir'd ; 

When dyizg Eyes and Vows of ardent Truth, 
Have been addreſs'd to my defenceleſs Youth, 
And I my ſelf a kind of Pleaſure found, 

For Vanity has gladen'd at the Sound, 

Ev'n then I fled from the inchanted Ground, 
Let me not boaſt too far: I felt a Pain, 

In going, and a Wiſh to turn again; 

So much of }<Ily has my Boſom known, 

But ſtect'd with Time, it is a Stoick grown. 
Lovers, and Friends, thoſe only Joys below, 
Tf I thy Cri9's Inclinations know, 

And flying Youth itſelt, ſhe could forego, 


Half 
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Half of my Sands are ebb'd, what do remain, 

Fall when they will, are ſcarcely worth my Pain: 
But when the ſolitary laſt appears, 

And CLto's few dear Friends are bath'd in Tears, 
Ic will her laſt, and only Glory be, 

Phat once her Name was lov'd, and ſung by thee. 


108 


Half 


Sy An Anſwer to 
C:.10's Laſt LETTER; 


W HERR E 


To heal my Complaints, ſhe offers me Friendſip 
inſtead of Love; and on a Report that CLIO, 
(when ſſo gave me leave to love) was married 
at that very Time, or actually very near it. 
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HEN from a Youth ſome hanghty fair 
one flies, | 

Long, 'with obdurate Pride, his Cour! 
denies, 

Love-fick at Jength upon his Bed he lies, 
In vain learn'd Doctors trifle with his Heart, 
Their Druggs he baffles, and diſowns their Art: 
His Vitals ling'ring with the hidden Blow, ; 
He drops a Vorder to the Shades below : 
But, timely if e comes, that cans?d his Pain, | 
As much a Wunder, from his Bed the Swain F 
Springs to le Arms, aud he is well again, 


2 
. W * 


— 
— 


In 


In 
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In thy laſt Letter, thou preſcrib'ſt with Axt, 

And only playa ſt the sxilful Doctor's Part. 

Thou ſay'ſt thou'lt my complaining Heart appeaſe, 
Thy Fand, that wounded, ſhould reſtore my Eaſe. 
Not /o — Not ſo — Two powerful Hands you boaſt, 
Each Hand can make — One only raiſe a Ghoſt. 


The Hand of Friandſhip, and the Hand of Love; 
And, when this wounds, that can't the Wound remove. 


— 


Aiternate thro thy ſoft Epiſtles move : 


Why then, when I the Pounds of Love endure, 
Does — Friendſhip's Hand adminiſter the Cure? 
You'd have each Wiſh be teimperate and cool, 
Boaſt that You can, and bid Me love by Rule. 
Can Narmth and Coldneſs in one Breaſt agree? 
In You I find they can, but net in Me, 

One Swain, while I thy cooler Friendſhip prove, 
Bas ks in the warmer Sunſhine of thy Love. 
Yet where's the need to treat me with Diſdain, 


Thy Slave inſulting whilſt he drags thy Chain? 


Tell me (proud Victor) why this freſh Surprize? 
Why am ] told of Vows and dying Eyes? 

Of ardent Love by ſome ſoft Swain profeſs'd, 
That rais'd a painful Pleaſure in thy Breaſt? 

It was to ſay (is that my Pleaſing Pain!) 

She, that ſo lov'd, could never love again 

That kind to others, to my ſelf alone 

Her furni/h'd Bolom is a Stoick grown. 


F 3 ARTFUL 
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Tom 


ARTFUL Enſta ver of my freeborn Mind, 
Yet, in one Thing, I'll own thy Art was kind: 
Thou would'ſt not daſh me from the Top of al! 
My lifred Hopes, but mollify'd the Fall. 
Full well you knew, J thought your Breaſt my own, 
There ſat my Heart ſecure as on its Throne. 
Your changing Thoughts, that were my hidden Foes, 
Would not too quick their promis'd Heir depoſe, 8 
But the ſ Secret they by Halves diſcloſe. 
You, like ſome ſabtle Miniſter of State, 
To make me Little, as you made me Great, 8 
Drew me by ſlow Degrees to abdicate, 


Trov ſaidſt thy Int'reft call'd thee croſs the Main, 
And a lov'd Brother courted thee to SPAIN, 
I innocertly ſacrific'd my Relt ; 
Happy in his alone that hon at be bleſs'd: 
Too true, I did intreat thee to be gone, 
And ſimply unawares my ſelf dethrone : 
But you, much conſcious of ſome inward Guilt, 
Knowing thy SrRRETHOx's Blood muſt ſure be ſpilt, 
To feed my Sorrows, and make Death prevail, 
Told of thy murder'd Sire a doleful Tale. 
Then crafty ask'd, If I could undergo 
Some heavy Weight of vaſt impending Woe, £ 
And ſo prepar d me for the coming Blow, 


Thou 
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Thou hint'ſt at length, to finiſh thy Deſign, 
Love was another's Share, and Death is mine, 
This kinder from another's Mouth had came, 
And not from thine, that rais'd the fatal Flame: 
You, of all Nymphs, might this ſad Story ſpare 
To hapleſs, faithful STREeHoN's trembling Ear. 
Ill News has many Feet, and comes too ſoon, 


And it has brought me Word that I'm undone. 

8 If what I've heard (O Cr1o) ſhould be true, ) 
Me have the Fates ſtrove rightly to undo, 8 
And Wit was moſt ſeverely plac'd in You. 
I've heard (I wiſh I had not Ears to hear, 


Or elſe more Patience, what I've heard, to bear: ) 

I've heard, by Heav'ns! I have from ſtrong Report: 

You Wedded, when you gave me leave to Court. 

You did not, could not, tis adult rate News, 

Credit I did, and I do ſtill refuſe; | 

Bright was the Dame that did thoſe Tidings bear, 

And if Maids can be falſe, that are ſo fair, £ 
There may nt — Yes ! — may be Room for my Deſpair, 


Was this thy friendly Parting from thy Swain? 
Was this the Voyage you would make to Srain? 
Was it for ſuch an Abſence STREPHON Mourn'd ? 
£ And is thy Brother to a Husband turn d? 


Ir it be true, dear Blaſter of my Youth, 


. Tho' you muſt bluſh, yet own the ſtabbing Truth. 


F 4 For 
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For ſhould I live, perhaps, another Day, 

I ſomewhat harſh of thy dear Name might ay; 
Strike dumb that Madneſs; and, to lay me dead, 
Tell me ſome happy Swain enjoys thy Bed: 
Priding in Truth, Ill my laſt Hours employ, 
Smile in the Pangs of Dcath, and wiſh thee Joy. 


STREPHON. 


CLI 


Sunday Night, juf 
going to Bed. 


CLIO to STREPHON, 


HAVING 


Sent me twenty Proſe Letters to excaſe that Sally 
of Paſſion, into which he burſts forth in his laſt 
Letter of Verſes, upon a falſe Report that a Lady 


gave out, of my being married. 


| A M but this Moment return'd from Paris, 
after a long Abſence from this my delight- 
ful Retirement, and haſte to aſſure you, how 
a agreeable your Penitence is to me, and that I 
forgive you with more Pleaſure than I puniſbd you. For 
was with the utmoſt Reluctancy I loſt your Commerce. 
t was the greateſt Liberty J ever alow'd myſelf in Life; 
out even that, you ſee, I could reſign, when it grew in- 
convenient. 1 again indulge my Heart with your Letters, 
vine they continue ſo innocent and ingaging. Your Ho- 
our and your Senſe will always hereafter regulate them 
fit for the Taſte of CL1o, and then ſhe will think 70 
ore of that little Flight of Paſſion, in which Mit had the 
F 5 leaſt 
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leaſt Share, and even Love itſelf is not mſpiring without 
it. I wiſh not your Paſſn, for me (gentle SrxEYHOx) ſo 
great as your Genius, nor do I find any Hrannical Plea- 
ſure, either in your Adoration, or your Illneſs, I intreat 
it may never injure your Health, which is of much Value 
to me, Let me imagine that Part of your Letter a well- 
- bred Fiction — My Repoſe requires it. For I ſhould be 
truly uneaſy to give you one real Pain — Live and refine 
the World — be gay, and favour Cr1o with your Re- 
membrance — as the greateſt Compliment you can pay 
mne, ſend me an Expreſs of your Recovery, I wiſh for 
nothing more, and take it very ill, you would pretend to 
die without my Leave, which I can never grant yon, 
While you love me in ſuch a reſpeftful Manner. Every 
Happineſs attend you : I think you ought to eſteem this a 
very high one, that I once more aſſure you, tho' after ſo 
much Hurry, and being in Haſte to go to Bed, | 


That I am ſill 


Tour Faithful Friend, 


1.10 
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” STREPHON to CLIO- 
Pay 
for S K me not, Cr1o, If I'm well, or ill, 

bay If till you ask me, I muſt anſwer ſtill 
es Well, if you pleaſe, and Dying, if you will. 
very | | 


r ſo STREPHO N. 


P. S. No Evil comes fingle: Juſt as I incurr'd your 
Diſpleaſure, a heavy Stroke of Fate reach'd me as to my 
private Fortunes, and both have touch'd me ſo ſenſibly, 

7, that I fear I ſhall really die with a broken Heart. But, 
if I might have, once more, the Leave of ſeeing you, 
(for the former, till you grant a freſh one, I fear I have 
0 forfeited, by being indiſcreetly extravagant in my Love, 
N and my Fears of loſing yor,) I think I can promiſe my 
ſelf a Recovery, both from my Iadiſpaſition of Mind, and 


alſo of Body. Since the Fault proceeded from a Height 
of 
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of Kindneſt, you will, to ſpeak in the moſt religious 
Terms of the Country we are in, be kind enough to grant 
the Penitent Lover a plenary Indulgence and Abſolution, 
under your own Hand. But let it be in Verſe, for, to uſe 


your own Beautiful Expreſſion, Ver/e is healing to the 
Mind. 


Oh! then the ſacred Remedy apply, 
And pleas'd I'll live, if not, with Pleaſure die, 


STREPHON, 


A 


LIO 


Clio to STREPHON. || 


Fe) © ULS, that by Mind and Genius are al- 


— 


6050 ly'd, 

1 By Sympathy and Iwrlmatione ty'd, | 

bor one another mourn —— forgive my 
Pride, ” 

Still live, and living ſing to keep my Fame, 

For Time and Years will murder CL 10's Name; 

Unleſs thy Verſe their Woundings countermand, 

And I be ſav'd by thy ſuperior Hand. 

Not Sacuar1ssa had immortal prov'd, 

If WaLLER had not ſung, and had not loy'd; 

Thoſe Eyes, which aw'd the World, are ſunk and dead, 

But glitter freſh, when his bright Lines are read. 

No Charms of Beauty everlaſting prove, 

Unleſs embalm'd with Poetry and Love. 

We ſee the Luſtre of the Nur Brown Map 

In Cnaucer's Numbers to our Eyes convey d; 

And new adorn'd by our excelling Pry', 

She ſhines upon us with redoubled Fire. 

Such are theſe Eyes of mine —— for Srxęrhox's Song "J 

Is ſweet as theirs, as arduous, and as ſtrong, 

Can make wine equal, and preſerve as long, 
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Let ochers gueſs my Merit by thy Strain, 

I ask no more then CL1o will be vain. 

I grieve that aught ſhould wound that gentle Mind 
To me ſo pleaſing, to my Muſe ſo kind, | 
Whoſe ſoft Diſcourfes have delightful made 

This Corner of the World, and bleſs my Shade. 
But ſing again, and all thy Strength oppoſe 

To rigid Fortune, and her weighty Blows, 

Nor talk of dying thus —— for that would be 
A Loſs to all Mankind, a Wrong to me: 

If Cr ro, o'er thy Soul a Right may boaſt, 
In this important Thing obey her moſt, 

And, when thy Sorrows will afford thee Leave; 
Stray hither, that we may together grieve. 
* 


From the Plain ef CF; 1 O. 


St. Dennis. 
{ 
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STREPHON to CLIO. 


B OUR hft Letter was indeed a Cordial to 
my Hopes — I am very much recover'd 
192 and reyiv'd; but my Genius ſtill retains too 
great a Damp upon it from my Afflictions, 

to * able to anſwer you in Verſe — Before it can be 
brighten'd up again, I muſt derive a new Inſpiration from 
the Sight of hon; that, indeed, according to the Deſcrip- 
tion which I have often heard of your Perſon, and the 
Idea which I have often conceiv'd of your Diſcourſe, 
would ſupply the very Defect of Nature, and make a Poet 
of me, if I never had been one before. I long to exceed 
all the Things I could ever yet write my ſelf, by having 
an Interview with you for my inſpiring Subject — Grief 
ſhall then be forgot, and I will be nothing but Foy —= 
Dullneſs ſhall then be laid aſide, and I will riſe up even 
into a kind of Rapture and laudable Enthuſiaſm. Tho? 
now I can ſcarce write Proſe tolerably well, (ſo much can 
Affliction depreſs the Genius of the molt lively Man,) yet 
then, when I have that Interview with you for my Subject, 
I will not only riſe above myſelf, but alſo attempt to ri- 
val the greateſt Maſters in the Art of Love, where they 
addreſs themſelves to the abſolute Miſtreſſes of their Hearts. 


1 
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I think what I ſhall want in Genius, will be o much more 
than made up by the Subject, that I ſhall not (in that one 
Poem on our Interview) be afraid of being compared with 
TisBuLLUs, CATULLUs, PROPERTIUs, AUSONIUs, or even 
the great Ov1y himſelf, or of being thought a Writer in- 
ferior to the beſt of them. In the mean Time I have {ent 
you a Poem I wrote about a Year ago, which I intituled 
Buckingham- Houſe : It was alſo put into Latin, and writ- 
ten to ſhew ſome French Gentlemen, that all the fine 
Palaces were not confin'd to a ſmall Diſt ance from Parts, 
I defire your Opinion, if I have done ſome Juſtice to that 
fine Seat. I will ſpeedily wait on you (ſince I have your 
Leave again) to know your Sentiments concerning it from 
your own Mouth — I am, my beſt Friend, and my 
deareſt Phyſician, 


Your Recovering, 


And Grateſul Patient, 


8ST REP H ON. 


BO 


-ISTREPHON, 


at BR ON HIS 
ar 
Intituled 


BUCKING HAM-HOUSE, 


% 


8 God⸗ plac'd above, and Beauties in its 
4 Shade, 5 
il by thy Verſe it was immortal made. 
I —— wiſh to be a Buck1ncnam, 
Whilſt you in deathleſs Numbers ſing his Name. 
Nor does my Heart with ſo much Fondneſs beat 
For his high Titles, or his lovely Seat, 
0 As for thy Bays, and ever- flowing Wit. 


Thy 
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Thy Fancy can a finer View create, 

And Groves, and Birds, and Streams her Pleaſure wait. 
Even the Deities with Tranſport gaze, 


And form'd of Marble foften at thy Lays. 
Then what Impreſſions SnerF 1tLp's Soul muſt find! 


A Poet too, of thy own noble kind. 


Some fine Idea happily exprels'd 
Glows on his Muſe, and marks it from the reſt. 


Methinks in thine a Kindred Grandeur ſhines 
Related to his Soul, and to his Lines: 

Youth will reanimate his chilly Veins, 

And wake again at thy inſpiring Strains. 
AroLLo ne'er with greater Joy ſurvey'd 

The ſhining Turrets riſe, o'er which he play d, 
Than SyerFieLD the Productions of thy Mind, 
Where manly Senſe to Harmony is join d. 


« ToryFvuL, he cries, the Ape, I leave, will ſee 
% A Youth, that knows to ſtrike the Lire like me. 
6% Receive the Chaplet, which my Temples bound, 
c And be thy Muſe with all my Beauties crown'd, 
« Not I my {elf have greater Pow'r to fave 
The Poets Bays, or Laurels of the Brave. 
The Skill of Architects the Painter's Art, 
© Have to the finiſh'd Structure done their Part, 
& But, oh! thy Muſe, ſupcrior to the reſt, 
Its Guardian Angel ſings its Wonders. beſt, 
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“ Theſe Walls by cruel Time may ſuffer Wrong, 

« And only ſhine in thy immortal Song : 

© Not Coopers-Hill ſhall &er ſurvive its Fame, 

Nor is it ſung with a diviner Flame. 

©*© Theſe Trees may ſink, my Pleaſure and my Care, Y 

* And SyeFFIELD's Name, which now they proudly 
bear, | 

* Be trod with vulgar Feet, and periſh there. 

The Proſpect loft, the Limes all humble laid, 

% Not all their Gods can guard their fav'rite Shade: 

* Some Foreign Prince, ſavage and unpolite, 

% May wound the Grove, beneath whoſe Shade I write, 

* Where are the Branches, once ſo ſweet and young, 

„Where Ov1p ſigh'd his Flame, and VireiL ſung? 

Vet Time thy Verſe, and all its Charms ſhall ſpare, 

And SHEFFI ELD's Name ſhall bloom for ever there, 

% ProeBus, the God of Muſick and of Thought, 

Shall guard the Wonders, he himſelf has wrought. ? 

When his fierce Steeds drive to the laſt great Day, 

* And o'er the melting Clouds bound ſwift away; 

« When from their gilded Harneſs they ſhall fly, 

© And bear to Earth the Light'ning of the Sky; 

Then common Verſes, with each Pozt's Name, 

« Expiring ſhall aſſit the mighty Flame: 

© Thine ſhall @nwounded be convey'd above, 

© And teach the Angels kow to ſing and love. 
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N! Cr ro, whillt before thy Feet I bend, 

Smiie, and thy Phet's Fancy ſhall aſcend, 

Thou canſt drive Winter from the Northern 
Coaſt, 

Haſten the Summer, and unbind the Frofe, 


See! 
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See ! the Birds leave their Neſts to hear thy Voice, 
All Nature gladdens, and My Canes rejoice. 

The Gloom falls off, with which my Soul was preſt, 
And Love and Poetry elate my Breaſt. 

Ol! ev'ry Paſſion is with Wonder fraught, 

Life of my Lays! and Godde(s of my Thought | 
VirG1L and Homer on h Temples ſhine, 

Dart me their Beauties, whilſt J gaze on thine. 


Ye ſtudious Wretches, throw your Rules aſide, 
Learning creeps ſlow to Fame; a tedious Guide! 
Truſt me this Charmer has a nobler Art, 

And makes a Poet — when ſhe wounds a Heart. 
Haſte then ye Toilers, and this Wonder prove, 

To be immortal, you muſt learn to love. 

Fame waits upon her, and aſſur d Succeſs 

Attends the Numbers Sr vouchſafes to bleſ;. 
Por may boaſt the learned Minds to move, 

ut CL to brings me Souls that know to love. 
Tae Reader's Eyes Her Triumph ſhall confeſs, 
nd overflow with STREPHON's Tenderne (+; 

Nor Age nor Dullneſs can Her Lover find, 
WIILsT Hir Eyes wing his Blood and chear his Mind. 


Tre World ſhall wonder by what new found Art 
1 baffled Death — == "ii; CL10 in my Heart. 
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THY Converſe can the Scene of Life prolong, 
For liquid Gold pours flowing from thy Song, 
Which feeds the Soul, and keeps its Spirits ſtrong. 
Thou too immortal by the Muſes Care, 

- Shalt Hine in Duſt, and be for ever fair. 
Angels ſhall guard it, and thy Lover's Song, 
From vulgar Feet, and ev'ry common Wrong, 


Ye Peeviſh Beauties, who but ſhine an Hour, 
Envy to Death ſuperior Ct io's Power; 

See livid Malice paints your boaſted Cheeks, 
Your Lovers ſhudder, and the Mirror breaks. 
The 6/ufhing Grape your Influence denies, 

And only ſparkles now from CL1o's Eyes. 

The murder'd Fans are all in Paſſion torn, 

And Gods and Goddeſſes expire forlorn, 

CL1o looks down with Pity — and with Scorn. 
So the tall Poplar views the Shrubs below, 
Shoots to the Skies, while they neglected grow. 


FL I from the Glaſs, o'ertake HER noble Flight, 


So ſhall the N inter of your Days be bright. 

When ſhe reſigns, your Triumphs may ſucceed, 
Thus may your Lovers ſing, and STEEL may read; 
He is the TAS ER to the Goddeſs Fame, 

And weighs the Poej's Senſe, the Lover's Flame. 


STREPH ON. 
THE 


N. 
HE 


1 H E 


CLIO to STREP HON. 


S to the World, and negligent of Fame, 
I lay! till Tou from great Aol Lo came, 
Waking my Soul to Numbers in his Name, « 


Risk CL10, riſe! with tuneful Voice you ſaid, 


Leave fond Amuſements, and thy moſly Bed, 


Soar on the Muſes Wings, and be immortal made. 


I woxpzx'D, and I trembled at the Sound, 
For yet no Bays had CI io's Temples crown'd: 
She knew not Fame, nor what her Stars defign'd, 
Carving her Thoughts on ſome ſincoth Poplar's Rind, 
To Hharmleſs Sonnets all her Verſe conſin d. 


The 
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The Name of Wit on Holidays ſhe bore, 

Among the Swain, nor could ſhe hope for more; 

A Wedding Poſy, or a Valentine, 

She knew to write, and that ſeem'd wondrous fine. 

I dream't not great Arollo meant me more, 

Till :hows wer't ſent his bright Ambaſſador: 

Sweet Poeſy ſeiz'd my Boſom at thy Sight, 

No more, you cry'd, in Trifies take Delight, 
Read al! the Summer's Day, and all the Winter's 

Night. f 

Ogrinva's and AsTRKA'Ss Thoughts peruſe, 

Blending their diff rent Beauties in thy Muſe, 

Chaſte as Ok IxDA's let thy Numbers flow, 

But with AsrREA“Ss Warmth inſpire their Snow, 5 
And, Oh! when tender Paſſion is thy Theme, 


Copy the Language then of Saprho's Flame, | 
Paint thou the Paſſion, m— but, if that can be! 2 
Amidſt the Dangers, keep thy Boſom free. , 

Tavs, as you ſpeak, the God of Verſe deſcends ; 
Into my Soul I loath my duller Friends; N 
TEA-TABLE Converſations I avoid, 2 


Axerſe to Nonſenſe, with their Scandal cloy'd, 
The dark/ome Groves ſweet Solitude J ſought, 
Where modeſt Silence is a Friend to Thought ; 

Deſire of Fame foſſeſs my lab'rmg Mind, 

T1 ſighd and read, till ev'ry Muſe grew Lind: 
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Smoo th · tongu d Applauſe my lucky Thought pur ſu'd, 
And almoſt ruin d CLTO's Solitude; 

The Morning wonders that my watchful Eyes 

Reſt with the Moon, and yet with Proepus ri/e. 

I from Orninpa to great SHAKESPEARE change, 
With Wonder, and with Envy, there I range; 

My Soul all mov'd, I cry, give Shakeſpear's Fame, 
O Heav'ns ! and when you pleaſe, diſſolve this Frame. 
I ask not Life, nor Fortune, but the Art, 

As He does mine, to touch the Reanter's Heart; 
Let others be content to pleaſe the Sight, 

Let Me afford more exquiſite Delight; 

The Foy of Admiration I would prove, 


To ſhort-liv/d Toafts, I yield the God of Love: 


Let Ms, hereafter be with Tranſport read, 

My Numbers ſhining, when my Eyes are dead: 
Aline's an Ambition that nor likes, nor needs 
The gilded Chariot, or the dapled Steeds, 
How dull (my Stars!) was giddy Pnakxrox? 
I would not wiſh the Chariot of the Sun, 
Nor Juxo's Birds, to bear me thro' the Skies, 
But on the Wings of Verſe alone I wiſh to riſe. 


CLLO. 


G CLIoO's 


F 
. 4 1 _ % A 


7 — 


By Herſelf. 
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AER let the Muſe perform the Painter's 


Part, 
And ſtrike the Picture of my Face and 
Heart : 
Poeſy is call'd the Image of the Mind, 
In mine my Soul and Body both are join'd, 0 
Large is my Forehead made, not wond'rous fair, * 
But Room enough for all the Muſes there; I 
Full are my Eyes, and of a harmleſs blue, T 
As if no Wound they made, or Dart they knew, B. 
My Eyebrows, circ“ ing o'er, a Shade beſtow, I 
Veiling the Dulneſs of the Eye below. Dr 
Nature, ſo niggard to the upper Part, Ey 
Fell to my Lips, and gave a Daſh of Art: Pri 


Oft have I heard her faithful Lover ſwear, 
That Poctry and Loye were ſhining there. 


Even 
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Even 
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Even and white my Teeth, but rarely ſhown, 
In Life T've little Cauſe for ſmiling known; 
The Loſs of Friends fell on my tender Years, 
Daſh'd ev'ry Hope, and turn'd my Smiles to Tears. 
A gloomy Sweetneſs on my Features hung, 
Sorrows my Pen, and Trembles on my Tongue: 
Slow is its Speech, and with no Muſick fraught, 
Wronging the Richneſs of my Soul's beſt Thought. 


My Hair dark brown wants not Bucelias' Aid, 
Flows in the Wind, nor of the Comb afraid ; 
Beneath my Waiſt in nat'ral Rings deſcends, e 


Bur, whither is the mournful Pencil ſtray'd, 8 


Or pliant to the artful Finger bends, 

When it betides, that Dreſs and I are Friends. 
Eaſy my Neck, but of no darling White 

Veil'd by the Lawn from the enquiring Sight. 

My Shoulders full as Nature's felf informs: 

Small are my Fingers, nor too plump my Arms; 
To the nice Eye no Tranſport they afford, 

But to the Ear they preſs the ſpeaking Cord; 

Then my Cares murmur with a lower Breath, 
Drop from my Eyes, and weep themſelves to Death, 
Ey'n now they preſs to wrong this artleſs Draught, 
Priv'd by my Fate to ruin ev'ry Thought, 
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My Feet with no ungraceful Motion tread, 
Tho' T/aac's Steps are from my Mem'ry fled, 
To decent Height my Stature is inclin'd, 
Worthy the Muſes, and a gen'rous Mind. 
To thy kind Eyes CL 10 ſubmits her Form, 
Thy Verſe can. give it every abſent Charm. 
Thou, in whom Art and Love, and Nature ſhines, 
Immortalize my Picture in thy Lines. 
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In the following ErisTLEs of 


CLio and STREPHON. 
0 By Way of | 
Letter om Mr, JonNPORTER, 7o his Friend 
RIcHARD Pocock of Turfield-Court, in the 
County of Bucks, Eſq; 
Dear SIR, 
CER HE Editor of the following Pokxs 


NG 


- 


| being pleaſed to paſs a Compliment 
5 upon my Judgment, firſt deſired me to 

dive my Opinion ot this Performance. 
A G 3 And 


126 A Critical Es sAx on the 


And really, when I had read them over, I own 
I was tempted to ſpeak my Mind of them, and, 
by way of Gratitude, to make a ſmall Return 
of Praiſe to a Work, which adminiſter'd ſo much 
Pleaſure to me in the Reading. I was unwilling 


do do this in publick Print, after fach a Manner, 


as to ſeem delivering my Opinion to the World, 
becauſe that would carry with it too much of the 
Appearance of a profeſt Critick, a Thing, which 
I dare openly profeſs I am not; and I with, what 
I have here written, docs not more plainly de- 
Clare that Truth for me, than I do for my ſelf. 
I therefore chuſe to give ine rather as a private 
Opinion to a Friend, who, if he could not intire- 
ly come into my Sentiments, would be ſo kind, 
at leaſt, as not to ceſure me. The firſt Moment 
I thought of doing it, to what a Man may call 
bis Friend, in the genuine and extenſive Senſe of 
theWord, you will not wonder, that you was 
the firſt Perſon I pitched upon, who have a lon 
Time favoured me with your Converſation, an 
enjoined m2 to make Freedom and Familiarity 
the chief Articles of it; and therefore I begin with- 
out further Ceremony. 

IT has been remark'd by the ingenious Major 
Pack, that, though there is nothing, in which 
Wit, Humour, and Gallantry, makes ſo great a 
Figure as in LETTERS, yet the Eugliſp have not 
many Collections of FAMILIAR LETTERS, that 
are of any Value; and I mult add, that in my 
Reading, I dow't remember to have met with any 
in Verſe, I mean, where a nene 
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been carried on for a Space of Time. Thoſe few, 
that ever appear'd, ſeem'd to be the Works of In- 
vention, and Starts and Sallies of Fancy, and 
have (as they proceeded from nothing but a Luſt 
of Wit) been accordingly filled and crowded 
with indecent Images. But theſe, which I offer 
to you, have, beſides their Novelty, many inno- 
cent Charms, that make them ſweetly entertain- 
ing. The Correſpondence between CL1o and 
STREPHON firlt took its Riſe from the Liking 
and Eſteem which they had for each other, from 
a meer Acquaintance with their Writings, aud at 
laſt, in the Progreſs, it grew into an Ideal Love, 
when they had no Knowledge of one another, 
but by Deſcriptions from a third Perſon; and the 
Book itſelf concludes with the firf# Iutervieu 
they ever had. Where a mutual and paſſionate 
Flame was thus firſt lighted up in the Minds of 
young People, what Elegance of Expreſſion is it 
we might not expect from them? When Love 
makes its Inroad through the Eyes to the Heart 
of Man, Love is ſeldom the Cauſe of a laſting - 

Eſteem; but both the Fondueſs and the Value 
pall with Enjoyment, and vaniſh with the taſted 
Charms. But where reciprocal Eſteem is got in- 
to the very Soul, a bare Liking of Perſons con- 
nects them in an indiſſoluble Tie of Love and 
Friendſhip: No Eſteem can be laſting, which is 
— upon that capricious Humour of the 
ye, which we falſely, though commonly call 
Falling in Love with any Body; but Love is eter- 
G 4 nal, 
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nal, where a true inward Eſteem is its Forerun- 
ner. It would be therefore to do them an Inju- 
ry, to pretend to make a thorough Parallel be- 
tween theirs and any other Love Epiſtles, there 
never having appear'd any before of the ſame 
Nature, and theſe being perfect Originals in their 
Kind. Letters of Love and Friendſhip between 
a young Lady and a Gentleman, who never be- 
held one another's Faces, no not fo much as in 
Effigy, are Things, I believe, ſo very rare, that 
they have been never heard of till now; and yet 
I believe I may ſay, there are other Things be- 
ſides as rare belonging to theſe Letters, and thoſe 
are the beautiful and inimitable '1 urns of Wit, 
with which they as /ingzlarly expreſs the Paſſion 
of their Minds, as the Paſſion is itſelf iu ua. 
The next Karity of them is, that there is a/l the 
Syftneſs of Love, without the [ndecency of it; 
and even the Man's Part, if it betrays a I hought 
or Wiſh beyond what the pureſt Maid might en 
tertain with Safety to the Virginity of her Mind, 
it is with a Tendency to that State, which is ve— 
ry honourable, and than which nothing but Vir- 
ginity itſelf is more laudable; and the Fair, in 
full Poſſeſſion of all the treaſured Beauty, Virtue, 
and Bloom of Fifteen, may read every Line of 
it, with as much Innocence, as ſhe may hear a 
kind Expreſſion, or behold a Look, more kind 
than ordinary, paſs between her Father and Mo- 
ther. 

Bur Sir, I would not have it thought, that J 
endeayour to talk theſe Epiſtles into Credit, mere- 


ly 
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ly becauſe I like them, and have a Taſte for them 


my ſelf: For, if I did not believe they would 
certainly procure a great Reputation for them- 
ſelves, I would never have preſumed to offer 
them to you. - But I have a Mind to venture in- 
to the World my Remarks upon ſome Pailages, 
that I think more particularly beautiful, and my 
Obſervations upon ſeveral Turns of Wit, Hu- 
mour, and Paſſion, which I take to be peculiar to 
this kind of Epiſtolary Poeſy. By this Means, 
when I come to hear whether you and theWorld 
cenſure or approve my Notions, I ſhall reap the 
Delight and Benefit of finding my own Jzdg- 
ment, either confirm'd, or elſe ſet right and im- 
proved. 

Ix theſe Remarks, I ſhall firſt have an Eye to 
the Part which the Lady bears in this Work; ſhe 
indeed plainly appears to be the Fair-one in Mind, 
as well as in Sex: And if the Signs of So and 
manly Strength are here and there to be found in 
the Genius of Strephon, the Syrexs, the Smiles, 
and the Graces, warble, conquer, pleaſe, and awe 
almoſt in every Line of Cr1io, and her Mind 
was ſurely formed to excite ſuch an ztellectual 
Courtſhip. I almoſt grow a Rival to the Poer, 
when 1 write of his Mittreſs that I never ſaw, 
and I fancy every ingenious Man will be the 
ſame that reads her. When firſt the Word Angel 
was attributed to H/oman, I believe it was in ſome 
Meaſure properly applied to a Fair-one that re- 
ſembled CLIO; and the Term has been ſhameful- 
ly miſuſed by others ever ſince, till it is now a- 
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gain applied only to her, from the nearer Reſem- 
blance ſhe ſeems to bear to thoſe bright Spirits, 
than to any of the wittieſt of her own Sex. 


Firſt LETTER, Page 1. 


N the very firſt Letter of hers which is extant, 

the Poetry is full of Fire, but as full of Puri 
ty; ſhe ſhews-herſelf eminently diſtinguiſhed 
Km all her Sex. For tho? ſhe has (as I have been 
informed) as many exterior Charms, as might 
alone render a young Woman very vain of her- 
{elf, yet, though her Male Correſpondent preſ- 
ſes very hard to ſee her, ſhe artfully diſparages 
her own Perſon, to try, as it were, if Wit alone 
could be enough of itſelf to win him, and owns 
that the ſame Power in a Man would prevail with 
her, let his perſonal Appearance be what it would. 
I think ſhe ſpeaks of herſelf under the pretended 
Diſadvantages of the Small Pox, and a ſpoiled 
Complection, in Lines as ſprightly and tempting as 
I ever read. 


But Heav'n forbid that you ſhould ever ſee 

That Outſide, which the Fulgar World calls me. 
Nature has been ungentle to my Face, 

With artleſs Fingers ſhadowed ev'ry Grace : 
Deep has ſhe left ber cruel Marks behind, 

As it ſhe meant to ſcar my very Mind, 
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My Sk 'n ſhe ſullied with a fallow Hue, 
That ſcarce my Soul is ſeen to ſparkle thro”, 


SHE then comforts herſelf under theſe aſſumed 
Diſadvantages with what (when ſhe calls them 
her little Talents in Poetry) ſhe proves to be the 
greateſt that can be; and then artfully ſteals into 


the Reader's Soul, by convincing him, that the 


Favour, which ſhe would do him in overlooking 
all corporal Imperfections, was immenſely due 
from him to herſelf in theſe concluding Lines. 


Whate'er thy Perſon be, I ſhall o'er-paſs, 

Who would throw Diamonds by to look on Glaſs? 
Or who would mind the Stars imperfect Light, 
When the great God of Day attracts the Sight? 


Second LET TER, Page 4. 


HE Anſwer which STREP HON makes, ap- 

pears to be skilfully ſuited to the Taſte of 
his Miſtreſs: He had told her before (as appears 
by her firſt Letter) what Idea he had formed of 
her Perſon from Deſcription, (and *tis really a 
Pity it is loſt.) 

A.ND he therefore now tacitly acquieſces in 
what ſhe ſays of herſelf, and makes his Advan- 
tage of it, by giving her a Deſcription of his 
own Perſon, which he cails an indifferent Fi- 
gure, and by deſiring her, as it were, beforehand 
to keep her Word with kim, and to let that beno 

. Obſtacle 
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Obſtacle to her beſtowing her Love upon him, 
when he ſhould come to make his Appearance 
betore her, and makes that Confidence in her 
Promiſe, a farther Argument ſtill, why he muſt 
venture to lee her. 


Third LETTER, Page 7. 


H ER Reply to this is by way of a poezick 
Dream, where ſhe makes her Fancy kindly 
repreſent him to herſelf in molt advantageous Co- 
lours, notwithſtanding zhoſe in which he had 
ainted himſelf to her Imagination before. The 
whole Epiſtle is ſaft, tender, and engaging; and, 
though it is even ſuppoſed to be a Dream of a 
Noman, concerning her Lover, it appears more 
like the virtuous Rapture of a kind well-wiſhing 
Friend, and is nlled with moral and pious Senti- 
ments. 


Fourth LETTER, Page 11. 
NSPIR'D wich, ſuch a good-natured Opi— 


nion, as ſhe has of him, he next (What we 
might naturally enough expect from him) went 
to lee her, but he is forced to write her Word of 
it, or the had been ignorant of the Matter; for, 
it ſeems when he came even to her Houle, his 
H-art failed him, and he had not Courage enough 
to venture in, or even to enquire for her. coin 
whe- 
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(whether an S Fectionate Truth, or a well-bred 
Fiction) was certainly (where a virtuous Mind 
was firſt to be engaged and ſubdued) a maſterly 
Step towards gaining Pty, Benevolence, and Af 
fection. And ſuch a Picture of a Man's Modeſty, 
where a Virgin Mind, fo witty and ſo pure, was 
to be tempered and melted into Love, was his 
beſt Expedient; for it naturally molliſies the moſt 
rigid Virtue, by not ſeeming to dare to aim at ſo 
high an Attempt, True Virtue is generous and 
humble in itſelf, pities thoſe who are too much 
awed by it, and, out of meer Humanity, conde- 
ſcends to be familiar; but where Boldaeſs preſſes 
upon her Retirement, and invades her Privacy, 
ſhe is alarmed, and takes State upon her with a 
decent Pride. Thoſe loſe Ground who would 
think to gain it, as is practiſed with good Succeſs 
in the ordinary Courſe of Couriſbip. A Wo- 
man's Love, which begins in her Eye, is of a 
coarſer Mold, than Love which begins in her 
Mind. In that her Body has the firſt Share, and 
tempts the Mind to her own Frailty; in this the 
Mind of the Woman is free from all Frailty of 
its own, and it ſhe conſents at leaſt to love, ſhe 
gratifies the Frailty of the Man, and not her own, 
and permits the frail human Lover, in order to 
enjoy more clolely the purer Part of him, the 
Angelical Friend. In this therefore he has uſed 
the true Art of a Courtier; an Art the more to 
be admired, becauſe it is jaſt, and yet ancommon, 
delayiag to fee a Miſtreſs, whom he longed, and 
whom he had Leave to ſee, In order to diſpoſe 


her 


& 3 
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her Mind for Love, while he thus coverzly begs it, 
he ſends her the Part of Love between CLo- 
RINDA and TANCRED1I, which is one of the 


moſt moving Epiſodes in all ToRQUATo Tasso, 
tranſlated by his own Hand. 


N. B. Tnetst Fragments from Tafſo, which 
were given over for loſt, have been recover'd 
fince Mr. Porter's Death, who would elſe have 

iven us his Remarks, and are here inſertedwith the 
— which accompanied them to CLIO. 


Fifth LET TER, Page 49. 


LIO's Anſwer to this Letter of his, and on 

his Verſion of T'asso, which he ſent her at 
the ſame Lime, is ſo entirely beautiful, that no 
particular Part of it can be named as fine, with- 
out doing Injury to the others that remain un- 
named. For it is one continued Beauty all through- 
out, beginning with an Exclamation of her be- 
ing forced to retire, even from his Voice, becauſe 
his Modeſiy won upon her ſo much in ot appear- 
ing himſelf, ſhews the Greatneſs of the Gemnerof:- 
ty of Mind, I deſcrib'd above, to the higheſt Per- 
fection, and renders her more amiable than ever, 
and makes her move Love more in Proportion, as 
ſhe appears more mov'd with it herſelf: For, 
there, ev.en a Paſſion is built, where it is very | 
rarely bu It, upon the ſtrongeſt Foundation of the 
ſtricteſt Honour, and the ſoundeſt Judgment. N _ 


— 
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I can't reſiſt the Temptation of ſingling out ſome 
Lines of hers, which, I will venture to ſay, are 
more than any Man could deſerye, tho' ſhe is 
pleas'd to addreſs them to her STREPHON; (I 
fancy I am here growing again his K:val, and 
that I envy him as much a Miſtreſs, whom I ne- 
ver ſaw, as he lov'd her before he ſaw her,) and 
I ſingle them out, becauſe I own they pleaſe my 
Taſte particularly, and becauſe the Expreſſions 
moſtly ſeem to be turned in that graceful, eaſy, 
natural, and yet ſiroug Manner, for which Mr. 
Addiſon, who is now Immortal, was ſo eminently 
conſpicuous. 


The World, which ſeem'd a Trifle to my View, 


1 Is leſs deſpis'd, ſince *tis adorn'd by you; 

8 And I its empty Pleaſures could endure, 

, Were but my Soul of ſuch a Friend ſecure; 

9 How few in all the Tour of Life we find, 

1 That either can improve or charm the Mind? 

% Scarce can my Thought, in all the boaſted Crowd, 
e Recal one Friend to make my Mem'ry proud. 

- Tho' much of Flattery my Youth has prov'd, 

* (For I have been, what orhers call, belov' d.) 

2 Vet ſtill, my nicer Inclination found 

„ Some happy Fault to keep me yet unbound. 

18 | 

«5 AFTER this, turning all her Pleaſure and Care 


y to her Muſe, and praying him to do the like; 
and then running imperceptibly into the Praiſe of 


I the 
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the Tenderneſs of his Compoſition concerning 
the Loves of CLORINDA and T ANCRED1, to 
evade the Love offered by him to herſelf; all 
theſe, I ſay, are Beauties, which, if they were 
to be found in any of theantient Writers of poeti- 
cal Love Epiſtles, I except not even the great 
Maſters, Ovid and Tibullus themſelves, many 
2 would be filled by Commentators in their 
raiſe. 


Sixth LE T T E R, Page 52. 


HE next is Strephon's Letter; and there he 

recapitulates in a Dream all the Lady has 
ſaid to him, and anſwers it Paragraph by Para- 
graph, by way of Dialogue, turning all very 
dexterouſly to his own Favour, But the Place, 
which he ſeems moſt to turn to his Advantage, 
is that, wherein he introduces her endeavouring 
to divert his Mind from the farther Purſuit of 
Love, and to join with her in cultivating thoſe 
ſocial Studies, which were wholly to terminate 


in the Muſes, whom ſhe is pleas d to call his 


Friends; and that conſequently, by his Intereſt 
in them, he may perpetuate her Fame, which, 
ſhe modeſtly inſinuates, would not long ſubſiſt 
without his Help: Theſe Words of hers he turns 
thus; and where ſhe ſeems moſt to avoid his 
Courtſhip, there he puſheth it the moſt home. 


CILIO 


10 
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CL1o is all my Pleaſure and my Care, 
And I no other's Fetters wiſh to wear : 
To me then, Cr10, all thy Fondneſs give, 
And let thy trueſt, tend'reſt Lover live. 


Of that I can no Danger apprehend, = 


If ev'ry Muſe is, as thou fay'ſt, my Friend. 
Heav'n knows, of all the Nine, but one I chuſe, 
Ye Heav'ns! let Cl io be that friendly Muſe; 
Then future Ages will repeat my Name, 

For, if ſhe'd wear it, ſhe wou'd give it Fame. 


Seventh LETTER, Page 59. 


THE foregoing Letter had, it ſeems, the Miſ- 
fortune to be detain'd a whole Month by a 
Lady, to whom the Care of it was entruſted, 
before it was deliver'd to CLIO, which occaſions, 
in her Anſwer, many Expreſſions of Regret, and 
tendereſt Reſentment, upon the Account of her 
not receiving it ſooner. She praiſeth the Chaſt:ty 
of his Dream, and ſignifies, that the Goddeſs of 
that Virtue gave her 3 to approde it; and, 
when ſhe has anſwer'd the Objection of thoſe 
PRUDES,” who might make an Exception againſt 
her going ſuch Lengths in her Favour to him, 
ſhe flies into a metaphorical RAPTURE of Foetry, 
that the Letter did not ſooner come into her 
Hands, which, if Loxc1xvus was again to live, 
and to be the Fudge of, he would 3 

down 
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down as an Example of the Sublime. The 


Words are theſe: 


My guardian Angel ſhould have been their Guide, 
And to his Wings thy am'rous Paper ty'd: 
- In bearing of the glorious Sheets along, 

Apol. LO would have caught the flying Song; 
And, as he cut along the lower Sky, 

Thy Verſe had taught his Pinions how to fly. 


HE placing bim afterwards in ſo lively a 
Manner before her Sight, and expreſſing her Ideas, 
that ſhe ſees his very Features, his Shape, his Air, 
his Look glowing, as it were, when he forta- 
mately hits upon an Expreſſion, which he thought 
would 2 her, is a Maſter-Stroke in Writing, 
which Nature muſt have dictated, and Art could 
not teach; and like the Way with which Women 
charm their Lovers, when they own they are 
charm d, and by which, when they ſignify heir 
Lovers ſteal into their Minds, they rather ſteal 
into the Minds of their Lovers: She ſeems to 
be perſuading, whilſt ſhe fears to be perſuaded; 
ana her Mind, in the Cloſe of this Letter, ap- 
pears to be brought to that Progreſs in zdeal Love, 
as a young Woman's is in practical Couriſhip, 
When her denying is fo faint, that it may paſs for 
Grauting: And this ſhe expreſſes in 74 artful a 
Manner, as might -/tra& the moſt courtly Maid 
how to act on the ſame Occaſion, *© 


The 


ſhip. 
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The Pow'r of Verſe my raviſh'd Soul has prov'd, 
So can'ſt thou charm, and ſo is CLio mov'd. 
What artful Methods the Poetick find, 

To ſteal themſelves into the Reader's Mind ? 

I ſhould receive thy dang'rous Wit with Care, 
For, Oh! the Poet lies in Ambuſh there. 

J ſee, I hear thee, thy perſuaſive Art! 

Oh! keep thy Verſe, and let me keep my Heart; 
Or if, O gentle Bard! thou art my Friend, 

While thou attack'ſt, inſtruct me to defend. 


Eighth LETTER, Page 63. 


TN the next Letter STREPHON may be ſuppoſed 
to try his utmoſt Intereſt in her Breaſt, upon 
this Encouragement, tho? the Letter is unfortu- 
nately loſt; whereupon CL1o, in her Anſwer to 
it, returns to her firſt Intrenchment, and places 
all her Praiſes in Platonic Love and pure Friend. 
She calls him a Spirit, alluding to his for- 
mer Dream, his Breaſt, ſhe ſays, is Atbereal; 
ſe owns that, in that Sexſe, ſhe converſeth with 
him at Midnight; that ſhe has pray'd to have a 
Lover like him made of Air; ſays his is not an 
earthly Paſſion, but a more tranſcendent Flame, 
and that Love itfelf is too mean a Name for it. 
But, before ſhe concludes, ſhe acknowledgeth 
the Power of his Verſe has excited ſome ſoft 
Feelings in her Boſom, vows ſhe will retire, yet 

OWNS 
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owns ſhe cannot; deſires him not to court her, 
for fear ſhe ſhould yield; and a thouſand other 
beautiful Tenderneſſes ſhe expreſſes altogether ; 
but, at \aſt, ſhe hath Recourſe again to her ſtrong- 
eft Retreat, turns all this Tide of Rapture into 
meer ſpiritual Fondnels, claims her Lover's Ap- 
probation for the Honour of doing ſo, and, at the 
ſame Time as ſhe rejects his Love, ſhe demands 
his eternal Friendſhip, and intreats him in his ſpi- 
ritual Capacity to viſit her every Night. 


To human Clay, which is to Rules confin'd, 
And. thou thy {elf would'ſt chide it, if too kind: 
Yet whatſoever rigid Form attends, 

Let us at leaſt—— eternally be Friends, 

And I intreat thee, Oh! my charming Sprizht, 
In Verſe to viſit CLio ev'ry Night. 


Thus ſpeaks my Soul ; but it, alas! is join'd, 8 


Ninth LETTER, Page 66. 


HE next Letter is STREPHON's, and contains 

a melancholly Account of the Interruption 

of the Gaiety and Pleaſure of their Loves: The 
Subject of this Interruption is nothing leſs than 
his receiving the ill News that the Miſtreſs of his 
tender Affections is fallen fick. The greateſt 
Beauty that I obſerve in this Letter is, that the 
Heart of the Writer appears plainly to have 2 
greater Share in the Compoſition of it _ the 
— cad. 


ped Bn . ©. 2 
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Head. His Deſcription of Death approaching in 
all its Terrors with Impatience to demand him, 
and ſaying it would be leſs dreadful than that ill 
News; and then next his disbelieving it upon her 
being the Care of Heaven, and again turning 
back to his firſt Fears, are the perfect Nature, 
and the true Workings of a Mind diltreſs'd for 
the Indiſpoſition of a Miſtreſs. His turning and 
falling immediately to his Prayers for her Reco- 
very, and ſignifying that he will remain upon his 
Knees till an Expreſs brings him the glad Tidings 
of her reſtored Health, are ſuch /vely Strokes of 
Imagery, that I fancy him before my Eyes in that 


ſupplicating Poſture. And remark, that it is the 


firſt Letter we have of his in Proſe, which in 
iome Meaſure ſhews the Paſſion between them 
to be natural, and not feign'd, in as much as her 
Illneſs put him under too great a Perturbation of 
Mind, to expreſs himſelf in his darling Hay of 
Coxrtſhip, that of Poetry. 


Tenth LETTER, Page 68. 


ER Anſwer to bim is likewiſe in Proſe, and 

ſhe adapts every Thing to the Subject of her 
Illneſs: In the Midit of it the is not, indeed, em- 
ploy'd in the Reading of his Letters; that would 
have been an improper Amulement for a ſick 
Woman. No, the read Religion; but even that 
muſt be in His E{/ays, which, as ſhe tells him, he 
makes, as it really is, the fine Subject upon 
Earth, 
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Earth. And here I obſerve, that thoſe Eſſays 
were probably that Book, the reading of which, 
as mentioned in the Title of the firſt Page, gave 
her the firſt Liking to him, and occaſioned their 
Correſpondence. — As, when ſhe is ill, ſhe is re- 
ſolved to ſeem to owe her ſerious Devotion to 
him, ſo, upon the firſt Appearance of her grow- 
ing better, the only real Pleaſure ſhe ſeems to be 
able to take is, converſing with him again in 
Verſe, which ſhe calls healing to her Mind, and 
concludes with deſiring it in the following Rap- 
ture. 


Oh ! then the ſacred Remedy apply, 
And pleas'd I'll live, if not, with Pleaſure die. 


Eleventh LE T TE R, Page 69. 


N the next Letter STREPHON anſwers the Re- 
queſt of his CLIO; and now his Mind is more 


at Eaſe on the Conſideration of her being in a 


likely Way of Recovery, writes to her in Verſe, 
and makes her S$:c&neſs the Subject of his Letter; 
and, the whole, (if I may give my Opinion) 
ſeems to be a ſtudied Piece; it is not like his other 
Letters; 'tis undertaken rather as a Task, than 
by Choice; it has more of Art than Nature in it: 
There are many ſublime Touches in it that de- 
mand our Approbation, nay, even force our Aa- 
miration, although the others, according to my 
Taſte, are much more 7akng, 

Twelfth 
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9 


Twelfth LETTER, Page 73. 


T HE next Letter is alſo written by S T RE- 
H ON, and is an Anſwer to CLIO's Letter 
on Platonick Love, Writ juſt before her Sickneſs: 
In this he returns to his former May of Courtſhip, 
writes With all the Sofzzeſs in Nature; he takes 
Occaſion to argue, trom his Tenderneſs to her 
in her Illneſs, that ſhe ſhould return the ſame 
Compaſſion to his Mind labouring under the 
Pangs of Love; and exploding, witha great deal 
of e that too ſpiritualix d Way of Conrt- 
hip in the Platonicꝶ Kind, he tells her, that he is 
her Lover in plain Terms, that he is compoſed 
of Body as well as Soul; and, therefore, with 
their Augelical Converſe, they ought to mingle 
the Diſcourſes of the Woman and the Man: He 
ventures to own thoſe two dreadful Diſadvanta- 
ges in a Suiter, the D:ſagreeableneſs of his Perſon, 
and the low Condition and Poverty of his For- 
tune, and throws the Iſſue of his Plea wholly 
upon her Mercy and Generaſity, the tus Virtues 


upon which he could moſt rely, as being the moſt 
predominant in her Soul. 


Thir- 
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Thirteenth LET TER, Page 76. 


LIO intitles her next Letter An Anſwer to 
both STREPHON'S admirable Epiſtles concern- 
ing her Illneſs and Platonick Love. In the firſt 
fix and twenty Lines of this Letter ſhe makes 


him the higheſt Compliments upon the Verſes he 


writ on her Indiſpoſition during the Time of the 
great Storm. Storms, he ſays, grow gentle, 
Thunder ſoftens at the Sound of his Verſe. She 
compares them to all the ſweeteſt Iuſtruments of 
Muſick, even up to David's Harp; ſhe owns 
that the Paſſions of her Soul are chilled and war- 
med, as the Poet pleaſes; ſhe deſcribes the An- 
gel's deſcending, hearing, and wondring at his 
Voice, becoming his Friends, and carrying up 
his Prayers for her in the Midſt of the Storm; to 
the Effect of which Prayers the beautifully attri- 
butes the Recovery of her Health; and, whilſt 
ſhe is praiſing the Loftineſs of his Expreſſions, ex- 
ceeds them with her own, and is, herſelf, the 
beſt Example of the Sublime ſhe commends. At 
the twenty ſeventh Line ſhe begins to take him 
to Task for writing his other Letter againſt Pla- 
tonic Love, with a Vein of exquiſite Humour 
and Pleaſantry: The Words are theſe; 


But with my Praiſes I ſhou'd Chidings join, 
Thy Body is inform'd of our Deſign, 


Did 


Did 


Epiſtles of Clio aud Strephon. 


Did I not tell thee, it a Share wou'd claim, 
And ftrive to damp our everlaſting Flame? 
And CLio has a Rival now I find, 

Who knows the ſofteſt Secrets of thy Mind: 
Thou art not an intire Angel yet, 

But haſt a lietle of the Serpent's Wit. 


AFTER this little Sally of Humour is over, 
wherein the SHjẽjd of the Verſe is perfectly al- 
zered to the Sexſe, and the Stile made more fa- 
miliar, the better to expreſs that Part of Raille- 
ry; ſhe, at laſt, gracefully aſſumes the Platonrck 
again herſelf, and flying into a freſh Rapture up- 
on Angelical Love, ſhe again makes the Hora 3 
agree with the Sexſe, and is all Pompous, Mag ni- 
ficent, and Sonorous. The Lines are theſe; 


A Day will come, thou wilt be all refn'd, 

Thy Body as immortal as thy Mind ; 

Then near thy heav'nly. Form my Soul ſhall ſlay, 
And paſs with thee the never-ending Day. 
Alittle longer, tedious Life will end, 

And ws like Stars together ſhall aſcend: 

Or ſhou'd I loſe thee in the ſhining Throng, 

I ſoon ſhould find thee, by thy deathleſs Song. 
Sure a pec liar Brightneſs thou wilt wear, 

From all the ſparkling Crowd of Poets there, | 
Sing on, and ſhorten Life's inſlipki Race, * 
1 long to meet thee in a nobler Place, 


H Wacre 
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Where Spirits of our Rank appear in State, 
And thoſe of lower Merit humbly wait. 


BU r when ſhe has ſhewn all this Divinity of 
Mind (as I may call it) ſhe is ſtill afraid that ſhe 
muſt be Woman at laſt, and apprehends falling 
into the Frailty of conſenting to his Deſires, 
though the very Ground upon which ſhe fears to 
do it, is a Virtue, and not a Frailty: She ſees 
his Mind amiable, and hears from .his own 
Mouth, that he has a Body which diſturbs his 
Mind with the Inclinations of Dove; and yet 


he has told her it is a deformed one, and not 
likely to gain a Return of Affection from the 


Fair. Therefore out of meer Pity ſhe encoura— 
ges him; ſhe admits the Lover to ſecure the 
Friend, and can be ſaid to do zo more than juſt 
generonſly to ak, or rather force herlelt to en- 
dire the corporal Man, for the ſake of the intel. 


But ceaſe to think thy noble Mind undone, 

Tho? Nature put thy Body looſely on. 
If *ris unworthy of the brighter Gueſt, 

Which warms thy Verſe, and ſparkles in thy Breaſt, 
I can forgive thy uningaging Clay, 

Suppoſe it even what thy Numbers fay. 


AFTER this we may expect her Conſent; for 
Pity, as Mr. Dryden ſays, ttill foreruns approach: 
ing Love, as Lightning does the Thunder, But 

| Oh! 


aſt, 


fort 


| 5 
Oach- 
But 


Oh! 
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Oh! how full of Beauty is the yielding Maid! 
Did ever ſo much fearful! granting, retracting, 
bluſhing, trembling, bewitching Modeſty appear in 
Action, as there is here lively painted in Expreſ- 


ſion ? 
What would'ſt thou more? — thy Numbers 1 47 


prove, 
1 like my ſelf — and give thee leave to love. 
But, Oh! incroaching Mortal as thou art, 
Let ſtill thy Spirit have the greateſt Part: 
You may admire me, all the Ways you can, F 
Give me the Lover, but keep back the Man: oa 
Yeteven him, perhaps, my Eyes cou'd bear, | * 
Becauſe thy Soul, (which is my Friend) lives there. 
Let CLio ſtill her Empire, there, maintain, 
Sweet are her Laws, and gentle is her Reign, : 
Sheſhall nor tyrannize, nor thou complain. 


SHE has no ſooner conſented, but ſhe ſeems 
veautifully afhamed of the conſenting Letter; 
ſe can endure her own Writings no longer, and 
his only are ſuitable to her Taſte; ſhe expoſtulates 
with him, that Love ought to be dumb, but when 
he is the Lover, it ought to ſpeak, becauſe his 
Ts bart alenc is able to juſtify a Maid's being 
wad, | 


I juſt again have read thy Letters oer, 
And therefore can indure my own no more: 
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From whence do all thy ſoft Expreſſions come, 
Sure not from Love, for Love, you know, is dumb; 
But ſuch a Paſſion may I never prove, 


- Give me a ſpeaking and a writing Love, 


One, that can with ſuch Eloquence- perſuade, 
And juſtify the Kindneſs of a Maid, 


THz whole Letter may ſtand a better Example 
of Epiſtolary Poetry, than any one I can find a- 


mong the Antients: It ſeems to have been writ- 


ten by a Lady who had a full and lawful Call 
from Minerva and Nature to Poetry, and to 
have been led by Nature likewiſe to this ſoft 
Subject of Love; ſo that there is left no Room 
to wonder that tnis ſhould be one of the moſt 


perfect Pieces in the Compoſition, in which both 


Art and Nature have conſpired; and really where 
3 Woman born by Nature a Wit and Poeteſs, 
writing to a Man ſhe loves for his Senſe, and by 
whom ſhe is belov'd for her own, firſt acknow- 
ledges her Conſent to his Courtſhip, what Beau- 
ties might one not expect in a Letter where Mit 
and Nature, Ar: and Study, Love, Modeſty, Paſ- 
Non, and Virtue, join their Forces, and exert 
themſelves to make it fine? This muſt be the 
Verſe which contains in it fuch Charms, which 
cannot. fail to affect all Hearts with Pleaſure, 
that are capable of receiving any, and to footh 


all Minds that are ſuſceptible of the Notions of 


Love: When ſhe commends his Wit, her own 


Lines are full of it; When ſhe ſpeaks of the Lofti- 


acts 
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neſs of his Expreſſions, her own are much more 
ſublime; and when the rallies him for not bein 
able to keep within the Bounds of Platonick 
Love, her Words gently ſteal and flide into a 
ſmoother Courſe of Stile; ſhe conveys her No- 
tions familiarly, and in the eaſieſt Way imagina- 
ble; but when ſhe enters upon the Praiſe of Pla- 
tonick Love, ſhe grows again divine, like her 
Subject, her Sentiments riſe withthe Theme, and 
her Expreſſions with her Sentiments; when ſhe 
touches upon Morality and Virtue, ſhe does it 
with the niceſt Propriety and Delicacy ; when ſhe 
pities the Paſſion that diſturbs his Breaſt, ſhe in- 
ſenſibly leads herſelf into Love, and to uſe the 
Expreſſion of the ingenious Major Pack, She is 
born gently down the Tide of Tenderneſi, in ſoft 
aud eaſy Gates of Paſſion. And all the while ſhe 
is thus yielding, Virgin Modeſty (if J may be al- 
lowed ſo bold a Phraſe) glows and blaſhes, as it 
were, in her very Lines, and adds a zhouſand new 
Charms to the other Beauties of this Poem. 


Fourteenth LET TER, Pag. 81. 


HE next Letter is STREPHON'S; in which 

he expreſſeth the Increaſe of his Paſſion, and 
deſcribes the different Feelings which work upon 
him with greater Vehemence than ever. While 
he is reading over and over again the laſt conde- 
ſcending Letter, he would faingive ſpiritual Love 
the Drop, and quit it entirely; he has nothing 
| H 3 more 
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more of the Angel left in him, but turns perfeet» 
ly Man, and has no ſooner obtained the leaſt 
Glimpſe of a Promiſe, but he is paſſionately ea- 
ger, impetuous, and preſſing for Enjoyment. But 
vet, amidſt all the Hurry of his Deſire, he takes 
the niceſ} Care not to beſo paſſionate as to prove 
offenſive; he paints Enjoyment, but then it is in 
the pureſt Images; he artfully makes Fancy per- 
ſonate himſelf, and in a Tranſport of Imagina- 
tion, catches her ſleeping in her Garden, (allu- 
ding to her Letter, intitled, The Dream, p. 7.) 
= as far intheluſcious Diſcription as ſtealing a 

ils from her, and wiſhing it might excite in her 
the ſame Deſires, as he felt, by Sympathy ; and con- 
cludes with a Sigh that he could go no farther, 
and that what he even poſſeſt was only in I hought, 
and not in Reality ; but then he comforts himſelf 
with the Hopes of a more actual Enjoyment from 
the Leave ſhe had given him to Love. That kind 
Leave he dwells upon, with all the Fondnels of a 
defiring Lover; he flies into a Rapture upon it; 
he gains his Miſtreſs in Thought, and finiſhes his 
Letter in an Extaly. 


This faid, I juſt was yielding to Deſpair, 

But thy laſt Letter diſſipated Care: | 

There, there you ſay — my Numbers you approve, 
You like yourſelf — and give me Leave to love. 
Leave? — O ye Cvuyips bear the Tidings high, 

As the bright Orb that circles round the Sky; 
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To diſtant Worlds my plighted Love proclaim, i 
To diſtant Nations her dear Accents name: 


She gives me Leave O ſound thoſe Words again! 
And found them, till the lovely Maid I gain! 


Fifteenth LET TER, Page 84. 


A? it commonly happens in other Things, when 
Hopes are at the higheſt, that they meet with 
unexpected croſs Accidents, and have the great- 
er Fall; ſo fared it with STREPHON in his Love: 
When his Imagination was wound up to the high- 


eſt Pitch, and he thought his Miſtreſs his own; + 


a Letter full of killing News comes to his Hands 
from CLio, wherein: ſhe tells him ſne has heard 
from an only Brother in Sai, who invites her 
thither : She tells him the paſſionate Deſire ſhe 
has to ſee him after feven Years Abſence, will 
prevail with her to venture; yet at the fame Time 
ſhe aſſures him, that ſhe ſhould begrieved to leave 
nothing more than his tender Correſpondence, 
and intreats him to contrive ſome Way of keep- 
ing it up. Thus all his Hopes are defeated at 
once, and when he thought he was neareſt ob- 
taining. the Lady, ſhe was going to Spain, the 
furtheſt from him: He did not want the Means 
of contriving a Correſpondence with her in a fo- 
reign Climate, but what he moſt paſſionately 
wanted was, a much cloſer /Correſpondence. 
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This unexpected Diſtreſs gives an Occaſion for 


one of the moſt paſſionate, (and what I think 
one of the beſt) Letters he has written. 


Sixteenth LETTER, Page 86. 


8 TREPHON in the very Beginning of this 
Epiſtle ſeems perfectly I hunder-ſtruck with 
the News of his Miſtreſs's Departure; bewil- 
derd, as it were, with Woe, he begins his Let- 
ter as Nature al ways dictates in ſack Caſes, ab- 
ruptly, as Rhetoricians call it, and in this Place 
it is the greateſt Beauty ſo to begin. Starting, 
as it were, in Surpriſe, he pictures, to his Ima- 
gination, a Number of Merchants ſtanding on a 
Shore, beholding their Ships richly laden, and 
under Sail, dancing towards them on the curling 
Waves with a flattering Gale, thinking their Mer- 
Chandizes already ſafe in their Hands, exulting 
and leaping with Joy at the happy Sight, and bleſ- 
ſing Fortune as a Goddefs that was indulgent to 
their Withes; but then he immediately paints the 
Way ward Female Deity, amidſt all her 'capri- 
cious Humours of Mutability and Inconſtancy : 
She ſpighttully commands, and Aolus obeys, 
the Winds rife bluſtring, the Clouds gather, the 
Seas ſwell into Mountains, the Merchants com- 
| * in vain, the tal! Maſts ſink behind the riſing 
Zillows, and they have no farther Uſe for their 
Eyes but to weep. After this lively Picture of 
Wor, he brings the Parallel home, and carries 
home 
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home the Allegory throughout with great Exact- 


neſs and Nicety, She is to him more precious 
than the Diamonds ; the Fluctuations of 4 Mind 
in Love he juſtly compares to the troubled Sea; 


her Arms are his ſecure Harbour, and her Smiles 
are his inviting Coaſt. At laſt, by her Conſent 
he ſeems approaching to her with the greateſt Se- 


curity; but juſt at that Inſtant, the ſame fickle. 
Goddeſs of Fortune ſnatches her away from his 


Sight. This Allegory ſuits ſo much to my Taſte, 
and is ſo full of lively Imagery, that I muſt in- 
ſert it here, as being one of thoſe 1 account the 
moſt beautiful Frag After having repreſent- 
ed the Merchant's Diſtreſs as above, he carries 
on the Compariſon. 


How nat'ra} tis to feel a Wretch his Moan, 
When ſmall Reflection makes the Caſe one's own ? 


Richer were I, than thoſe that ſhare the Eaff, 

It thy ſoft Form my claſping Arms poſſeſs'd: 

On Seas of Troubles has my Mind been tols d, | 
Long ſought, thro' Riſques of being ever loſt, 8 
Thy Arms its Harbour, and thy Smiles its Coaſt: 
Sometimes in Hope, but of!'ner in Deſpair, 

Till you at length inclin'd to hear my Pray r. 


JusT as to home-row'd Barks, th'increaſing Shores, 
Jet forth, and ſeem to meet the lab'ring Oars, 
So tow'rds thy Boſom did I ſwittly ſteer, 
The Way ſcem'd ſhorten'd, and the Sky was clear; 
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; Yow ſeem'd approaching — Nature's ſelf was gay, 

And I ferener than a Summer's Day; | 
But Deſtiny's black Clouds ſtill lurk'd behind, 

My Stars grew cruel, juſt as you grew kind: 

Me! fruſtrate Hopes convey to Dennis Plain, 

And Fortune ſnatches thee away to Spain. 


Bur there is a ſecret Beauty which I remark in 
this Poem, that ſhews a great deal of Art in the 
Writer: When her Brother had ſent for her, an 
only Brother which ſhe had not ſeen ſo long, and 
it appear'd to ſuit both with her Inclination and 
Intereſt to go to him, tho' the Lover mult be un- 
willing to part with her, yet it was not conſiſtent 
with his Part of Friendſbip too ſtrongly, and too 
3 to diſſuade has from the Voyage; and for this 

eaſon it is, he compares the Loſs of her to the 
Lofles of Merchants at Sea, that he might have 
an Opportunity of deſcribing the Inconſtancy of 
the Heavens, a Calm firſt, and a Storm imme- 
diately ſucceeding, in order to inſtil into her 
Breaſt, with a great deal of hidden Art. (where 
he does not ſeem to deſign it) a great many Fears 
and Dangers to deter her from attempting the Ha- 
zard of a Voyage. After this, when he is redu- 
ced to the Neceſſity of either diſſuading her from 
going contrary to her declared Inclinations, or 
elſe perſuading her to go quite contrary to his 
own, he behaves himſelf very artful in ſo nice a 
Criſis, d:v:d4:mpg himſelf into the Lover and the 
Friend: As a Lover he has Tears in his Eyes, 

which 
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which he makes his dumb Advocates for her Say. 
As a Friend he conſults her Inclinations, her 
Pleaſures, and her Intereſt ; he not only plainly 
adviſes her to go, but haſtens her, and offers him- 
{elf to lead her to the Ship with his own Hand; 
at the ſame Time bemoaning his low Condition 
of Fortune, and forrowing that he was not in 
Circumſtances to bear the Expence of travelling 
with her, and that therefore he muſt be left be- 
hind. This I count another beautiful Paſſage, 
every Line is wonderfully adapted to move Pity 
and Compaſſion, and excite Love and Eſteem. 


Yet hear, my Cr 10, thy beſt Friend adviſe, 

[Tho' thy Friend's Counſel melts thy Lover's Eyes; 

Since thou haſt got an only Brother there, 

Wiſe like his Siſter, like his Siſter fair, 

Since he has ſole Poſſeſſion of thy Mind, 

Which might poſſeſs the Hearts of all Mankind, 

Might all, that can its lov'd Acquaintance boalt, 

Render its Slaves, but STREpHon ſtill the moſt ; 

Go — yes thou ſhalt — my Hand ſhall be my Foe, 

My Hand ſhall lead thee, fince thou'rt bent to go, 

And if baſe Fortune were leſs harſh to me, 

I'd the Companion ot that Voyage be. 
Bur as to Fortune in this earthly State, +6 
My Name's writ backward in the Books of Fate; 

Go — ſhare the Pleaſures of a Brother's Breaſt, 

And leave a Lover void of Joy and Reſt, £ 

For me no matter — CLto will be bleſt. 


To 
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To ſome dark lonely Cave I can retire, 
Weep away Life, and with a Groan expire. 


Seventeenth LET TE R, Page 89. 


Ce, in her Anſwer, replies to both his laſt 
Letters at the ſame Time. In the one he had 
told her his Paſſion was increas'd, and in the o- 
ther he adviſed her to go to Spain. In this Let- 
ter we mult conſider CLIO no more in her An- 


gelical Capacity of Flatonick Love, but as aV ir- 


gin that had admitted the Courtſhip of a Man, 
and as a Woman that was ſo far overcome, 
as to own that the Courtſhip proceeded by her 
Leave, and that the well approved of the Cour? 
tier. When we have placed her in this new Light, 
we can't much wonder that ſhe rallies her Lover, 
upon his ſaying this Moment, that his Paſſion was 
 Increas'd; and at the next, adviſing her to go quite 


away from him into a foreign Country; but then 


ſhe rallies ſo, as not to ſeem to rally at the ſame 


Time, and indeed accuſes him with a great deal 


of covrtlv Decency. She would appear to com- 
mend him for his Advice, and ſiguffies that ſhe 
doth not take it as an Argument of his Paſſion 
being abated ; but yet, by her Way of concludin 
from theuce, with a Reſolution of going, an 
figuifying, that he farthers her Deſign, ſhews that 
What the ſaid before, carries with it only an Air 
of Compliment, and that the omar appears at 
the Bottom of jt all, She inwardly condemns 
his 
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his Advice, whilſt ſhe extreamly commends it, 
and palpably takes it for an Affroni to Love, 
whilſt ſhe ti / profeſſes ſhe does not. This ſhe 
beautifully performs in the following Lines, with 
her ꝝſual Art and Addreſs. 


I'm left in Thought — which, I ſhould moſt com- 
mend. _—— 
The Lover, the Philoſopher, or Friend, 
They all delight ſo much, they all ſo high aſcend. 
Rarely thoſe Titles do ſo well agree, . 8 


The pleaſing Wonder is all new to me, 
A thouſand diff'rent Virtues ſhine in thee. 
My Friendſhip you deſerve ſo many Ways, 6 
Thy tender Paſſion, and inchanting Lays, 8 
Inſpire my grateful Song, to chaunt thy Praiſe. 
Preferring CLio's Int'reſt to thy own, 
Is ſuch a Compliment I have not known. 
Thy kind Philoſophy I do approve, | 
Nor think thy Offer an Affront to Love, 8 
For I by common Methods never move. 
Yes, I will go - you further my Deſign, 


Sn proceeds then under the Covert of a Mo- 
ral, and deſiring his farther Counſel in the Con- 
duct of Life, artfully to excite his Jealouſy, by 
lignifying the Dangers ſhe may have from the 
Courtſhip of other Men in Spain, that may be 
leſs generous Lovers than himſelf, and notwith- 
ſtanding what ſhe formerly ſaid to the Diſparage- 


ment 
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ment of her own Beauty, ſhe: here puts him in 
Mind; that ſhe has ſome Charms, and a great 
deal of Youth. The Words ſeem to me exceed- 
ing pretty. 


Stay but a while, I'm ready to attend; 

- Thy gen'rous Arm, and faithful Counſel lend: 
This little Bark, Oh! teach me how to guide, 

Far from the Rocks of Levity or Pride; 

Fer, Oh! I go, where I muſt think to find, 
Things of thy Ferm, without thy God- like Mind. 
Still lively Youth upon my Temples plays. 


HoweEveR, ſhe is willing to explain that there 
is ſome Love at the Bottom of his Expreſſions, 
and has ſo much Pity for him, that ſhe endea- 
ours to ſooth the Melancholy which he expreſ- 
ſes at his Diſappointment in loſing her, and the 
Narrownefs of his Fortune, which reſtrains him 
from bearing her company in her intended 
Voyage. This ſhe does by telling him that he 
has her for a Companion in Misfortunes, and 
that ſhe too had met with her Share of Sorrow ; 
and relates to him a moving melancholy Story 
of loſing her Father, who was baſely murder'd ; 
and then addreſſes him upon the Subject of his 
own Grief, for which he has no ſuch moving 
Cauſe as ſhe has had; and adviſes him to bear 
the Parting from her with an equal Mind; and 
comforts him farther with this Reflection, that 
if his Name had ho Place in the Books of For- 

tune, 
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tune, it had a very bright one in the Books: of 
Fame, and was configned to Immortality: She 
tells him then in the fineſt Compliment that can 


be, how far ſhe would have a Hand in fpreading 
his Fame, eſpecially in Spain, where ſhe was go- 


ing. This Part of her Letter, which is a lofty 


and ſublime Panegyrick, ſeems to me to be writ- 
ten in the Manner, and with that very ſame 
Vigour and Spirit which was the peculiar Charac- 
zeriſtick of the immortal Mr. Adaiſon, when he 
employ'd his divine Pen in Panegyrick, who 
(for I muſt juſt take this ſmall Occaſion of 
offering ſome little Incenſe to the Manes of 
that great Poet) in- my Opinion far excells Mr. 
Waller in that Way; tho* my Lord Rocheſter 
firſt, and Major Pack afterwards, allow Waller 
to have had a Talent above any Man in Sub- 
jects of Panegyrick and of Love; and if Mr. 
Addiſon has exceeded him in one, I may venture 
to ſay this, that Crio is at leaſt Mr. Waller's 
Equal in both Capacities; ſhe has a Fancy as 


ſtrong, Sentiments as elevated, and a Judgment 


as correct. 


Let partial Fate be cruel to thy Name, 

Since it is written in the Book of Fame; 

To whatſoever Nation 'm convey'd, 

My Poet ſhall be ſtill immortal made; 

I will thy Merit and thy Laysrehearſe, 

And charm the witty Spaniard with thy Verſe; 


Tho 
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Tho' skill'd in Love, they humbly ſhall ſabmit 


1 
To thy ſuperior Tenderneſs and Wit. 
S ͤdain ſhall. not ſtill her nobler Lovers boaſt, 

Nor always triumph o'er our frozen Coaſt; 

Far from the Sun, the Lord of ſprightly Fires, 
- .  BrITANNIA lies; but ſhe has foft Deſires: 
The God of Love flies here with ſlower Wing, 

But yet her Martial Sons can love and ſing, £ 
For here Bays, Laurels, and the Myrtles ſpring. 


Thy Numbers are fo tender and fo bright, 
They ſhall appear, and do thy Nation Right. 


Hg RE again ſhe returns (ſince ſhe had before 
eonfeſs'd a Liking to him) to ſhew that Love 
and Conſtaucy remain in her own Boſom, and 
Wittily takes an Occaſion (paſſingly) to put 
him in Mind of his own Want of both, in not 
yet taking the Advantage of ſeeing her, which 
he might have done it. he would, Then ſhe 
warmly expoſtulates with him, whether he would 
at leaſt remember thoſe Letters of hers, in which 
ſhe beautifully ſays ſhe has ſent him the Picture 
of her Soul painted with her Pen. Next ſhe 
kindly takes his 'Part againſt her own Expoſtu- 
lation, and concludes with promifing herſelf a 
laſting Place in his Remembrance, and him an 
everlaſting Friendſhip for his own Reward. Theſe 
are the Lines; | 


But while on Fancy's Wing I fly to Spain, 
A mourntul Thought recalls me back again; 


Thou 
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Thou wilt thy ab/ent C:.10's Eyes forget, . 
But I miſtake, thou haft not ſeen them yet: 

Soon all thy ſoft Ideas thou wilt loſe, _ 

That fire thy Soul, and-animate thy Muſe: 

The Wheel of Fortune may its Humour ſhow, 

And, often turning round, may caſt thee low; 

Wilt thou remember abſent C TiO then, * 
And know the Picture of her Soul again, ; 8 
Which ſhe has ſent thee painted with her Pen? 

I bear thy ſighing Heart affirm it will, 
My Pain is loft, and all my Fears are ſtill. 
Oh! what ſhall I return thy ſoft Regard, 

Be everlaſting Friendſhip thy Reward, 
Such as thy Soul ſo ardently demands, 


Whoſe trueſt Value STREPHON underſtands. 


Eighteenth LE T TER, Page 94. 


1 N Anſwer to the foregoing Letter SrRE/Uͤ 

PHON grounds his, which he calls his Com- 
plaint; he acts the Lover now, as he had done 
the Friend before, and as he then adviſed her 
to go, he now 1mplores her to ſtay; he begins 
with even calling her cruel to think of going, 
and where ſhe terins it his Counſel, he aceu- 
ſes her of laying artful Blames upon him: He 
diſtinguiſhes between his Friendſhip and his Love 
with a great deal of Humour and Pleaſantry, 
and tells her that ſhe is a little Sophiſter in Poe- 


fry, 
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ry, not to make the ſame Diſtinction. This 
Raillery in Argument continues for about twen- 
ty Lines, wherein he accuſes himſelf for having 
acted the Friend at all, calls it being wiſe out 
of Seaſon, and dully good, to permit his Judg- 
ment to counſel what was repugnant to his 
Will, and then ſmartly argues her of being un- 
fairly witty to take that Part againſt him, where 
he owns his Head had erred againſt the Dic- 
tates of his Heart. And this Part of the Epiſ- 
tle is written in a Stile particularly familiar and 
ſuitable to the Subject. When he has endea- 
vour'd, as much as he can, to rally her out of 
her Deſign of following his Advice in going 
to Spain, he tries next what Gravity will do, 
and conſiders her Departure as a Matter im- 

ortant to his. own Repoſe; He afreſh takes 

ecourſe to his Intreaties and Prayers for her 
Stay, begs as a condemned Man would for a 
Reprieve, accuſes her for entertaining a ſingle 
Thought that he could part from her without 
Pain, expreſſes the Agonies of his Heart, on 
the doleful Occaſion, and uſes all the tender 
Words, he can, to revive Pity and Compaſſion 
within her Boſom. | | 


| Nineteenth I. E TT E R, Page 97. 


A? the Aim of STREPHON'S laſt Letter was 
to move Pity, we may judge how far Art 

and Nature join'd in ſtirring up that Paſſion, 
; by 


hn 


Epiſtles of Cho and Strephon. 163 | 


by finding in this Anſwer of CL1o, that her Heart 
was affected with it, ſhe adminiſters Comfort to 


him in the tend'reſt Manner ſhe can. And in the 
two firſt Lines (for I never heard that the Lady 
underſtood the Latin of Ovi, neither do I know | 
that that Part of him was ever made Eugliſo,) 
ſhe has ſhewn her Genius to be perfectly OviIDI- 
AN, for they are Word for Word the ſame. 


Diſcite ſanari, per quem didiciſtis amare ; 
Una Manus vobis vulnus opemque feret. 


Let CTio thy complaining Heart appeaſe, 
The Hand that wounded ſhall reſtore thy Eaſe, 


SHE ſays all the kind Things to him that are 
poſſible, to convince him that he has (till her EG 
teem; and what is more, ſhe revives him with the 
Knowledge that ſhe herſelf is alſo convinced on 
her Part, that he has a Love and Fondneſs for 
her, and 'tis neceſſary ſhe ſhould continue it. 
Nay, furthermore, as if ſhe herſelf deſired it, 
ſhe very wittingly propheſies that he will continue 
thoſe his Affections to her. Thus far ſhe ſpeaks 
in all the Tenderneſs of a kind Miſtreſs ; but till 
the reſenting Woman is to puniſh the erring Sui- 
tor a little longer, for committing ſuch an Af- 
front to Love, as letting his Friendſhip gain the 
better of his Paſſion, and adviſing her to go.—— 
That unpallatable Advice ſticks uppermoſt ſtill, 
and ſhe muſt puniſh him a little more before the 
Crime is attoned for. It is but reaſonable 15 

er, 
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her, ſhe thinks, to offer him Friendſhip inſtead of 
Love, in her Turn, fince he had ſet her the Ex- 
ample; for this End ſhe inſtructs him what kind 


| _ of a Friendſhip his muſt be to pleaſe her; that his 


Wiſhes mult be temperate and cool, and that he 
muſt preſcribe Rules to his Fondneſs. She owns 
tlie Task to be difficult, but at the ſame Time re- 
quires his Obedience, and propoſes herſelf for 
his Example, aſſerting that ſhe is a Philoſopher in 
Love; ſhe then condemns herſelf of Vanity and 
Folly, for having felt ſo much as a fingle Plea- 
ſure in ſo fine a Alea Courtſhip, even at 
thoſe Years which ſhe calls her defenceleſs Y outh, 
but her Heart is now ſteel'd by Time, and grown 
a perfect Stoick ; fo that unbappy STREPHON, for 
one ſingle Error, ſe ms to have all his Courtſhip 
to begin a- new. But when ſhe has impoſed upon 
him this ſevere and crucl Task, there ſtill appears 
fo much remaining Kindneſs, as obligeth her to 
give him Encouragement enough to keep him 
from Deſpair in the Pertormance. She owns 
that Love and Friendſhip are the only Joys of this 
Life, and Youth the Time in which they beſt 
take root and flouriſh, and ſays ſhe fancies ſhe 
could refign them all; and talks very morally of 
Death, but prettily inſinuates ſhe has ſome doubt 
whether ſhe perfectly knows her own Mind, in 
that Caſe, if ſhe was put to the Trial; and to 
ſhew him how vaſt a Portion of Eſteem he en- 
joys in her Boſom, ſhe ſays, that if ſhe was dy- 
ing, and encompaſled by her deareſt Friends, ba- 
thed in Tears, the laſt and only Glory ſhe ſhould 

7 then 
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then take, would be, that ſhe was once loved, aud 
had her Name ſung by him. Affection and Con- 
ſtancy is here fo well pictured, that it gives him 
more Room to hope, than any Thing ſhe could 


ſay before gave him Cauſe to diſtruſt. The Lines 
are theſe; 


If I thy Crio's Inclinations know, 


Lovers, and Friends, thoſe only Joys below, : 95 


And flying Vouth i tſelf, ſhe could forego. 
Half of my Sands are ebb'd, what do remain, 


| 

| 

. Fall when they will, are ſcarcely worth my Pain: 

? But when the ſolitary Laſt appears, 

a And CL1o's few dear Friends are bath'd in Tears, 

: It will her laſt, and only Glory be, 

n 'That once her Name was lov'd, and ſung by thee. 

: ] can't part with theſe Verſes before I make 
n one Remork or two more upon the ſingular Beau- 
18 ty of them; I think it is the famous Monſieur 
iS Bruyer, who when he had a Mind to expreſs the 
ſt Fondneſs that a celebrated young Beauty had for 
6 her own Charms, is applauded for finding out 
of this lively Way of expreſſing it, 7g. That the laſt 
bt Thing a fine young Woman thinks of toben ſhe 
in dies, is the Loſs of her Beauty. If he has right- 
to ly judged the T'emper of a Woman, we ma 
n- argue from hence the Exceſs of Fondneſs in theſe 
y- Verſes, where a young beautiful Woman aſſures 
— 5 her Lover, that tlie laſt Thing ſhe ſhall think of, 
11d or glory in, will not be her own Charms, bur 
en | his 
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his Wit, and the Love and Eſteem he bore her. 
Some Criticks who are of a more moroſe Tem- 
per than I, who are more given to ſearch after 

aults than commend Excellencies, (and when 
they do commend, they do it very ſparingly,) 
may blame me for dwelling ſo long upon this 
Paſſage ; but I think I ſhall ſufficiently anſwer 
them, by telling them chat TiBULLUs and Ovip, 
-who were the Maſters of this kind of Epiſtolary 
and Elegiack Poetry, are of the ſame Mind with 
my ſelf; Lor Lus was the firſt Author of two 
Verſes, the which CL1o's reſemble, in his firſt Ele- 

y, the latter Part of which is addreſs'd to bis 


ELIA. 


Te ſpectem, ſuprema mihi cum venerit hora, 
Te teneam moriens deficiente manu. 


Which I take the Liberty thus to tranſlate, 


Fix on their Luſtre, at my Dying gaze, 

And cloſing ſnatch the Beauties of thy Face. 4 
Theſe Hands, when all their Force the Nerves reſign, 
At the laſt tremble, ſtall be graſping thine, * 


Oh! may theſe Eyes, while thine divinely blaze, 8 


Ov1D, in his ninth Elegy of the third Book on 
the Death of I1iBuULLUs, ſhews that he was per- 
fectly affected with the Beauty of theſe Lines, 
above any other in T1nBuLLuss Works, by quo- 
ting the Senſe of them in his Praiſe, in the fol- 
lowing Lines. 

DELI1A 
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Der 14 diſcedens, Felicius, inquit, amata 
Sum tibi: Vixiſti dum, tuus ignis eram. 

Cui Nxuksis, Quid, ait, tibi ſint mea damna dblori 1 
Me tenuit moriens deficiente manu. 


bus Emngliſ'd by Major Pack. 


Der. 1A departing from the mournful Train, _ 
Cry'd, © Hapleſs Object of my preſent Pain! | 
J charm'd thee once, nor charm'd thee then in | 

vain; | | 
“ Vigour and Joy danc'd' ſparkling in thy Eyes.“ 
Stung with the Thought, proud Nemes1s replies; 
“ Boaſt not the Sallies of his roving Youth.” 
His laſt faint dying Graſp confirm'd his Truth. 


Twentieth LET TER, Page 100. 


TREPHON's Anſwer in the foregoing 
Letter is filPd with a Matter of freſh Com- 
plaint, ariſing from a Report which it ſeems he 
had heard from the Mouth of auother Lady, that 
CLio was actually married, or very near it, at 
the Time ſhe gave him leave to love; the whole 
is written with a gallant kind of Diſorder, and 
ſhews the true Perplexity of his Soul when he 
writ it. It ſeems to have been pen'd down by 
Starts, juſt as Fears, Fealouſies, Rage, Hopes, 
Donbts, Wiſhes, and Deſires, ruled moſt predo- 
minantly 


— . — — — — 
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minantly in his Mind, and dictated by Turns: He 
hopes and deſpairs; he believes and is not willing 
to believe, the Story in one Breath, as I may ſay, 
(that is in one Period.) I fancy I ſee him writing 
before me when J read the following Lines. 


If what I've heard (O CL10) ſhould be true, 
Me have the Fates ſtrove rightly to undo, 
And Wit was moſt ſeverely plac'd in You. 
I've heard (I wiſh I had not Ears to hear; 
Or elſe more Patience, what I've heard, to bear :) 
I've heard, by Heav'ns! I have from ſtrong Report, 
You wedded, when you gave me leave to court. 
You did not, could not, tis adult'rate News, 
Credit I did, and J do till refuſe; 
Bright was the Dame that did thoſe Tidings bear, 
And if Maids can be falſe, that are fo fair, | 
There mayn't — Yes! — may be Room for my De- 


8 


ſpair. | 5 


T'n1s laſt Line has an inimitable Beauty in the 
Tadden Break, and the juſt reverting of the ſelf 
fame Thought. 

AFTER this, as if he tales it for granted, he 
expoſtulates with her upon her conceiv'd Falſe- 
hood, very warmly calls her the dear Blaſter of 
his Youth; ſays, that if he ſhould live, he fears 
he ſhould ſay ſomewhat harſh of a Name, tho' 
ill dear to him, (tho' confeſſing it would be a 
Madneſs ſo to do,) and conjures her therefore iy 

| tell 


| — be a att. 
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tell him the fatal Truth, that ſome other Perſon 
is happy in the Enjoyment of her; and ſignifies, 
ing that the News coming from her own Mouth 
ay, would be the beſt Expedient to keep him from 
ng | complaining of the Cruelty he had met with, by 
ſtriking him dead at once. All theſe Paſſions are 
hit off” at ſuch a Heat, that they are better felt than * 
deſcrib'd, as yourſelf may judge from his o%m 
Words. . | 


If it be true, dear Blaſter of my Youth, 
) Tho? you muſt bluſh, yet own the ſtabbing Truth: 
. For ſhould I live, perhaps, another Day, 

I fomewhat harfh of thy dear Name might ſiy; 
Strike dumb that Madneſs; and, to lay me dead, 
Tell me ſome happy Swain enjoys thy Bed: 
Priding in Truth, I'll my laſt Hours employ, 
Smile in the Pangs of Death, and wiſh thee Joy. 


TAE two laſt Lines are a Copy of the ſame 
beautiful Inſinuation of his Conſtancy in Death, 
as thoſe Lines of hers were, which I remark'd 
the || upon at the Concluſion of the tentieth Letter; 
ſelf and he copies them with as much Juſtneis and 

Eloquence from her, as Ovid did his, which are, 
, he in the ſame Place, quoted from T'1BULLUS:* 


Twenty 
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Twenty firſt L E TT E R, Page 105. 


B Y CL1o's Proſe Letter, which follows, it ap- 

pears, that ſhe made him do Penance ſuffi- 
cently for this Tranſgreſſion, in obliging him to 
write at leaſt twenty Letters to excuſe himſelf, 
for giving ſo eaſy a Credit to ſo falſe a Report. 
It would be a long Work to point out the ſeve- 
ral artful Turns in this Letter of hers, - wherein 
ſhe ſigus his Pardon; for Strokes of Wit and 
Humour abound in every Line, and I refer you 
to it, not doubting but you will find the ſame 
Pleaſure in reading it as I did. 


Twenty Second LET TE R, 


Page 107. 


1 N STREPHON's Reply to this, I find nothing 
remarkable; but only, in order to connect the 

Senſe of the Epiſtles together, I ſhall obſerve he 
took her Diſpleaſure, and ſome of his own pri- 
vate Misfortunes ſo much to Heart, that he fell 
ſick upon it, deſires ſome Verſes from her as the 
beſt Comfort to a diſtemper'd Mind, and beys, 
in order to confirm his Recovery, he may have 
leave to ſee her. N 


Twenty 


nty 


natural to Souls that are allied by the fame Ge- 
nius and Inclinations, and asks Pardon very pret- * * 
tily, indeed, for what ſhe calls her Ambition, of 
bearing ſuch an Alliance of Mind to him; ſhe 
even invites him to come to her, and make her a 
Sharer of his Sorrows, 2 


reviv'd; but that his Genius (til retains too great 
a Damp from his late Afflictions to be able to 
anſwer her in Verſe; and that before it can be 
brighten'd up again, he mult derive a Iaſpiration 

from the Sight of her: He ſends her however a 
Poem upon — * which he wrote 
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Twenty third LET T E R, 
Page 109. 


8 


LIO in her next is very indulgent; ſhe tells 
him, that ſhe mourns for him herſelf, as is 


Twenty fourth L E T T E R, 
Page 11 t. 


TREPH ON, in his Reply to this Letter, 


boaſts of his being very much recover'd aud 


2 a 


— 


* 


* This Toem on Buckingham-Houſe is nom inſerted in its Place, 


of which the now deceas'd My. Porter, aid in his Remarks on the 


st Edition, is was great Fity it was lofts | 
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BB a Year before; and I think it great Pity that ſuch 

2 a Poem as that ſhould have been loſt, which ſhe 
| thinks fit ſo warmly to commend in the Verſes 
which ſhe has written thereon; they begin at 
Page 115. and are all ſo admirablein themſelves, 
that were J to give them their due Applaule, I 
ſhould be obliged to quote them here as one en- 
tire continued Beauty: I mult beg leave therefore 
to be excuſed for contenting myſelf with ſingling 
out the ten laſt Verſes only, which conclude the 
Poem, and which I take to be written exactly in 
the Addiſonian Manner. 


- 
8 
2 


Puoxsus the God of Muſick and of Thought, 

Shall guard the Wonders he himſelf has wrought, 
W hen his fierce Steeds drive to the laſt great Day, 

And oer the melting Clouds bound (ſwift away, 

When from their guilded Harneſs they ſhall fly, 

And bear to Earth the Light'ning of the Sky: 

Then common Verſes, with each Poet's Name, 

Expiring ſhall aſſiſt the mighty Flame. 

Thine ſhall unwounded be convey'd above, 

And teach the Angels how to {ing and love. 


Twenty 
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Twenty fifth L E T T E R, 
Page 116. 0 


T laſt our Lovers are met, and they both give 


us indeed an elegant Account of their Inter- 


view. Some in this Place would expect STRE- 
PHON, at leaſt, to be a little more than ordinary 
luſcious in his Expreſſions; but we find his wont- 
ed Modeſty till prevails, but not ſo far as to de- 


prive him of a Lover's Warmth ; he draws Beau- 


ties where they ſhould be drawn, from all the na- 
tural Circumſtances attending the Viſit. The ve- 
ry Time of Year, the Climate ſhe lives in, the 
Hineſs he is ſo lately recover'd from, his own 


private Misfortunes, are all madethe Inſtruments 


of her Praife; and as his Fancy took its firſt new 
Vigour from her Benevolence, he invokes her as 
a Muſe, as ſhe bears the Name of one in the Be- 
ginning of his Poem. And truly afterwards he 
ſeems to have received the Inſpiration he had im- 
plor'd; he even rivals the very Excellency of his 


Mbiſtreſs, and writes beyond himſelf; he makes 


good his Words in a former Letter, where he 
propheſied this of himſelf in the following Words, 
%. I think what I ſhall want in Genius, will 


be ſo much more than made up by the Subject, 
13 ee that 
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© that I ſhall not (in that one Poem of the Inter- 


view) be afraid of being compared with T1BUL- 


„ Lus, CarurLus, PROPERTiuUs, AUSONIUS, or 


* even the great Ov himſelf, or of being thought 


a Writer inferior to the beſt of them.” 1 will not 


inſert any of it here, but J venture to make this 
Judgment upon the whole my ſelf, that every 
ſingle Line contains a new Beauty; and I don't 


2 


àt all doubt, but I ſhall have the Satisfaction to 


hear my Judgment confirmed by that of the more 
Learned. If the Interview of STREPHON juſtly 
deſerves this Praiſe, I need not attempt to make 
any farther Panegyrick upon CL10's, than this; 
that as he has been ſuperior to himſelf in his Com- 
poſition, ſo ſhe at leaſt is equal to herſelf in hers; 
and when ſhe is equal to herſelf, I know no-Fe- 
male Author deſerves a ſuperior Character, not 
excepting the ORINDA and ASTREA, ſhe ſpeaks 
of in it, who were an Honour to our Exgl:f 
Nation, nor Madam Dacikx who is an Orna- 
ment to the French. 

I have been long in my Criticiſm, but hope it 
will be-excuſed upon this Conſideration, that 
altho' I give it the Title of a ſingle Letter, yet 
it contains Remarks upon more than twenty, If 
in reading thoſe you meet with the fame Satiſ- 
faction and Pleaſure as I did, I ſhall content my 
felf with having barely recommended them to 
your Peruſal, without deſiring any further Ap- 
plauſe of iny Manner of doing it, than knowing 
that you excuſe this, aud approve thoſe. 1 I 

| | have 
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have not been fo accurate in my Expreſſions, as 
a Criticiſm upon a Piece of Poetry might ſeem to 


require, I am ſure you have Humanity enough to 
let me plead my Familiarity with you, as a good 
Reaſon why I did not ſtudy them better, ſince a 
Man ought never to ſtudy what he has to ſay, 
but always to write as he talks to his Friend, If 
the Criticiſm upon the Poeſy happens to mark 
out more Beauties than may ſeem ſo to Perſons 
of a thorough poetical Taſte, I can pleaſe my 
ſelf with this Confideration, at leaſt, that I have 
ſcarce ſingled out one Paſſage, wherein the Sen- 
timents contained, carry not with them a delicate 
Taſte of Friendſhip, Love, or Morals, or where- 


in the Expreſſions have not a happy Turn of gen- 


teel Raillery, and areal ways delivered with court- 
ly Manners. | 

I SHALL conclude therefore with ſaying of 
them, the very ſame Thing that the ingenious 
Major P Ac Kchas ſaid of the Roman Elegiack 
Poets in his Eſſay. 


„ FROM the little Draft of their Characters, 


one may judge how edify ing any of their 
* Compoſitions mult needs be to an elegant 


„ Underſtanding. And indeed what Sincerity / 


in Friendſhip, what Fondneſs in Love, what 
«© Kindneſs to Relations, what Inſtances of all 
ce the ſocial Virtues do we not meet with in 
A theſe Writings ? not to mention a thouſand 
«© Ornaments of Wit, a wonderful Sweetneſs 
„and eaſy Cadence in their Numbers, and ſo 

true 
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+ true a Picture of Life and Love, that will 


recommend the Manners of this Age to Poſte- 


„ , 


1 | Toar moſt Devoted, | T 
And Obliged Humble Servant, 


City.“ I an, Sir, 4 


TouN PORTER! 


N. B. Since we had not a Print of CL1o 
to grace the Frontiſpiece of this Book, we 
have at the End given her Picture drawn by 
her own Hand, which is taken from Mr. Ham- 


FP. mond's Miſcellany. 
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